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BLUSHES NINE 


More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 
More spankings! 
More of everything! 


BLUSHES FOUR 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in 
domestic service. 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
ONE 


Girls in Germany 
in 1936 
Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
articles. 


£3.50 


BLUSHES TEN 


A young Civil Servant 
_loses her knickers. 


: A headmaster’s 
_ secretary loses rather more. 


. More Reich Girls 
Schooiroom caning. — 


£6 
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SUPPLEMENT 
TWO 


Institutional 
“Whipping Horse’ 
punishment 


‘ 


Spankings and 
canings at home 


and at school. 
£4 


as BLUSHES 
AT SUPPLEMENT 
so FOUR 


Linda’s first in-house 

spanking experience. 
Braces as you've 
never seen before! 

Preview of one of our 
new Uniform Girls 


£5 


BLUSHES EIGHT 


Gym lesson caning, 
~ Reich Girl, 
Bedtime Punishments 
and Girls 
in Detention. 


SUPPLEMENT BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
THREE 


Home from school 
Uniform girl spanked 
Caning, strapping, 
Humiliation!! 


£4.00 
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A Bi-rnonthly Collector's Special 


BLUSHES ONE - 2a ae 


The Guardians’ 
Club, Canes and 
Piano lessons, 
Bedtime caning 
and lots more! 
Excellent photos! 


The first ‘Blushes’, 
- y with 16 pages of 
Approv | colour and delicious 
— Bee Stories of schoolgirl 
and boarding school 
punishments 


BLUSHES TWO 


Military-style disci- 
pline for girls. 
“Goon Tutor’s way with 
me naughty teenagers. 
Excellent 
photographs. 


£6 


BLUSHES THREE 


fee cee | Domestic discipline, 

4 oe FR oe |P and exploitation of 

‘Sepp’ © oe | 1 Vulnerable young 
ladies. 


BLUSHES FIVE £6 


A guardian's 
teenaged ward 
made to take her 
knickers down for 
spankings in front of 
a visiting “uncle”. 
Two schoolgirls at 
the mercy ofa 
woman teacher one 
long half-term 
holiday. 


BLUSHES SIX 


Valerie, one of the 
nicest of the 
“Blushes Girls” ts 
fully exposed and 
comprehensively 
punished. Others 
too, in the usual 
atmospheric 
“Blushes” style! 


£6 
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MATH TURM 
UISUIPLIN 


When Diana Fraser had first 
moved into the Sixth Form College of 
Brankwood School she had been 
pleased. It was a positive sign of her 
growing maturity, since girls had to 
be at least 17 when they were sent 
there. You had to be pretty bright to 
get there at 17; most of the pupils 
were, in fact, 18 like Diana herself. 
One or two were even 19 which 
seemed an absurd age to Diana for a 
girl still to be at school. Even if that 
School was now called a College. She 
longed for the day she would leave 
and, with the idea of hastening that 
moment, decided to do as little work 
as possible. Her Aunt, who was her 
Guardian, would almost certainly not 
want to go on paying the excessive 
fees if she were making little 
progress. 

The Sixth Form College at Brank- 
wood was isolated from the rest of 
the school. Indeed, it stood in its own 
well-kept grounds and no Juniors 
were ever allowed in. This had 
always intrigued Diana Fraser since 
it gave the ivy-covered building an 
air of ‘grown-up’ mystery. All she 
knew, before arriving was that there 
were two classes comprising twelve 
girls each, both run by middle-aged 
schoolmistresses. Presiding over the 
College was a Headmaster who, 
Diana presumed, was-7~ mainly 
engaged on administrative duties. 
He was rarely seen... a rather portly, 
red-faced individual in his forties 
who was occasionally glimpsed 
driving off in his Rover. 

Rather naturally, Diana had 
assumed life would ease a little once 
she became a Senior. After all, she 
was, in truth, a grown woman and 
not really a schoolgirl at all. She had 
expected to be allowed to dress more 
or less as she pleased and was, 
therefore, considerably shocked to 
discover she was expected to wear 
exactly the same kind of uniform she 
had done at Brankwood. This was a 
white blouse, with blue and white 
striped tie, a blue, pleated skirt, blue 
socks and flat-heeled black shoes. 
All girls also had to wear blue serge 
knickers and the more_ well- 
developed were permitted a plain 
white brassiere. 

Resentful of this continuance of 
‘schoolgirl-ism’, Diana made a small 
act of personal rebellion. Instead of 
putting on the plain white brassiere 
on her first day, she encased her 
generous breasts in a cheeky net- 
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lace item of pink and_ white. 
Similarly, the blue serge knickers 
were ignored and she slipped into a 
matching pair of pantie-briefs. They 
made her feel much more grown up. 

Diana was startled when one of 
the Mistresses, a Miss Braisher, 
came into her cubicle in the Dorm 
and, without so much as a by your 
leave, snapped out an order. ‘Lift 
your skirt, Diana,’ she said. 

Flushing with fury and humilia- 
tion, Diana stood her ground. She 
knew she had broken the Rules but it 
was so childish to be caught out in 
this way and to be told such a thing. 
‘Wh-whatever do... do you mean?’ 
she half blustered. 

‘I mean,’ replied Miss Braisher, 
‘you are to raise your skirt and show 
me your knickers, girl!’ 

‘Girl!’ Another humiliation. How 
awtul it was. Reluctantly, flushing 
deeper, Diana raised her skirt just 
sufficiently to display what she was 
wearing. 

‘I thought as much,’ snapped 
Miss Braisher. ‘You newcomers are 
almost all the same. Think you’re 
grown-up because you’ve come to 
College. Well, you’re not.’ She 
unfastened Diana’s blouse briskly. 
‘You'll put on a plain brassiere and 
the normal blue serge knickers. Do it 
at once, Diana. Then report to Miss 
Pettigrew’s class. This piece of rank 
disobedience has earned you two 
evening Detentions and _ five 
Demerits.’ 

Diana didn’t know what Demerits 
were nor care very much. But she 
hated the idea of Detentions and was 
in a right rage. She was,. however, a 
shade perturbed to hear Miss 
Braisher add: ‘Ten Demerits means 
you are sent to the Head.’ What on 
earth did the woman mean by that? 
It was too late to ask. Miss Braisher 
had gone and, burning with resent- 
ment, Diana removed her fripperies 
and donned the plain white support 
and hated blue serge. 

What a start! 

Things quickly got worse rather 
than better. Discipline was stricter 
than at Brankwood and work far 
harder. What surprised Diana was 
the docility of her companions. They 
seemed to accept it all as natural. 
Some even seemed cowed, if not 
frightened. Diana broached the 
subject with one or two of them but 
everyone was rather evasive and 
advised her to buckle down or, as 
one or two hinted, ‘things could get 
worse’. That made Diana all the 
more determined to leave as soon as 
possible and she wrote a strong 
letter to her Aunt to that effect. ‘It is 
absurd that I should be treated in 
this fashion at my age’, she con- 
cluded. ‘Kindly take me away from 
this place as soon as possible.’ 

Three days later, Miss Pettigrew 


came into the class looking particu- 
larly grim. ‘Diana Fraser..stand up’, 
were her first words. 

As usual, Diana felt instant 
resentment at such a public order. 
She occupied one of the small desks 
in the front row, reserved for 
newcomers. Standing, she knew all 
eyes were upon her. Her uniform 
somehow felt even more ridiculous. 
‘Yes, Miss?’ Diana had already 
learnt the wisdom of being polite. 
Cheek on the second day had earned 
her- two more Demerits, so there 
were only three more to go before 
she had to face the Head. She didn’t 
like the idea of that. 

“you are to report to Mr 
Chalmers immediately’, announced 
Miss Pettigrew. She had straggly, 
grey hair and a mouth that always 
looked as if it contained an acid drop. 
Mr Chalmers? Who was. that? 
Couldn’t be the Head? Diana’s heart 
sank, then rose suddenly again. Her 
Aunt must have got her letter and 
understood. She was virtually on her 
way out! : 

“Where’s the Head’s Study?’ she 
asked almost jauntily. 

‘It’s in the basement,’ replied the 
Form Mistress sombrely. ‘Use the 
flight of stairs in the Main Hall.’ 

‘Yes, Miss...’ smiling  confi- 
dentially at some of the pupils 
around her, Diana tripped lightly 
from the room. For their part, most 
were puzzled by her demeanour. 
Still, the girl was new... 

Diana’s_ leather-soled shoes 
echoed loudly on the bare wooden 
stairs. They were highly polished 
and she moved with care. The 
corridor below was also bare and 
echoing. A long way off, at the end, 
she saw a broad brown door with a 
brass handle. My gateway to 
freedom, she thought happily. 
However, she couldn’t help being a 
little over-awed by the grimness of 
the place. ‘HEADMASTER’ 
announced the plaque on the door. 
She knocked and heard a distant 
command to enter. In she went and 
saw the little-seen Mr Chalmers 
behind a wide, broad-topped desk. 
Yes, he was portly and his features 
were mottled. His jowels quivered as 
he looked up. ‘Yes?’ he queried, 
unsmiling. : 

‘I... I’m Diana Fraser. You...er... 
wanted to see me, I believe?’ Diana 
flashed her teeth at the man. Might 
as well be pleasant. 

‘I did, Miss Fraser,’ nodded Mr 
Chalmers. ‘And, by the way, young 
lady, you always address me as 
Head.’ 

‘Sorry...er...Head,’ said Diana. 
What did it matter? She wouldn’t 
have to do it that much more often. 

‘You wrote to your Aunt, I 
believe. Your Guardian...’ 

‘That’s right, Head. I expected 





you'd have a reply by now. All 
settled then is it?’ 

“Settled?’ Mr Chalmers looked 
faintly puzzled. His eyes were a 
watery grey-blue. Unpleasant. ‘I 
don’t know about settled,’ he said 
finally. “But certain decisions have 
been made.’ 

‘Ah...good...’ Again the Head 
looked a shade bemused. Was this 
girl one of the type who enjoyed 
getting into trouble? The thought 
intrigued him. She didn’t appear the 
sort and he’d met a few in his time. 
Not many, but a few. 

‘I do not think there is anything 
particularly good about it,’ said Mr 
Chalmers carefully. ‘Certainly 
nothing good about your behaviour. 
The letter you wrote to your Aunt 
was quite scandalous, critiscising 
this college and the staff.in the way 
that you did. Very sensibly your 
Guardian sent it back to me with 
some sharp comments. For a start, 
she insists you stay here until you 
are 19...’ 

Diana experienced hate — and 
rage... and something like despair. 
That silly old cow! If she hadn’t been 
worried about her inheritance she 
would have run from that Study, and 
the College, there and then! 

... later,’ the Head was going on, 
‘IT had a word with her on the 
telephone, as to how this matter is to 
be handled. I told her of our methods 
here and, I am glad to say, she 
thoroughly approved...’ 

‘M-methods?’ quavered Diana. 
She was beginning to feel more 
frightened than angry... in that 
bleak room with a strangeman. 

‘She later confirmed her decision 
in writing,’ added the Head, waving 
a pale blue letter across the desk. 
Diana recognised the notepaper. 
‘Like to read it?’ | 

Diana almost snatched the letter 
but found her fingers shaking so 
much she couldn’t read to begin 
with. She had been expecting 
release but now, she _ suddenly 
sensed something awful was 
happening. 

Finally the words, written in her 
Aunt’s spidery scrawl, etched 
themselves into Diana’s now fevered 
brain. ‘...certainly I approve of 
corporal punishment,’ the sentence 
read, ‘particularly for girls of this 
age. It is a very difficult and 
dangerous time for them and 
discipline must be firm and strict. 
Something of your’ reputation 
reached me, Mr Chalmers, that was 
why I had Diana sent to your 
College. I agree that you deal with 
this matter personally and in the 
fashion you think most fit.’ 

Diana’s head was pounding, her 
throat felt dry. Mr Chalmers was 
regarding her balefully, seemingly 
without emotion. Occasionally, he 
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licked wet, pink lips. 

‘IT hope you understand all that,’ 
said his voice from a distance. ‘You 
realise what it means?’ 

‘It...1t’s absurd...’ choked Diana. 

‘It means,’ said Mr Chalmers 
calmly, ‘that, Miss Fraser, you are 
now going to be caned. Or, since we 
shall shortly be on considerably 
more intimate terms, I think I should 
call you Diana’. 





Casually it seemed, he removed a 
black jacket. He wore those steel- 
elastic armbands to hold up his 


cuffs. 
Mr Chalmers stood up, pot belly 


protruding under a grey waist coat. 


‘No...n-noooo...oo0o stop this... 
stop...this nonsense...’ Diana began 
to back towards the door. Panic was 
beginning to grip her. Deftly, very 
light on his feel for a big man, Mr 
Chalmers stepped past her and 
locked the door. The key went into 
his pocket. 

It was at that point that Diana 
noticed there were no windows in 
that grim, sparsely furnished room. 
She began to scream. 

Ten minutes later, Diana had 
calmed down to the extent that she 
was’ alternately sobbing and 
whimpering. Mr Chalmers had made 
her take a sedative and it had helped 
a little. Just a little. Placidly, the 
Head sat behind his desk, hands 
held in a_ prayer-like position, 
tapping his teeth. On the desk now 
lay a slim, pale yellow cane with a 
hooked handle. It was smooth and 
polished. Diana could not bring 
herself to look at it. 

‘You have three minutes to make 
a final decision,’ said the Head, 
glancing at a clock on the wall. 

‘Ohh...no....000! For God’s sake 
no!’ The head said nothing; he 


looked almost sorrowful. There was 
a lot more sobbing. ‘You can’t 
m-mean it,’ whispered Diana at 
last. 

‘Of course, I mean it,’ snapped 
Mr Chalmers irritably. “And, as you 
know, your Guardian thoroughly 
approves. Good Lord, you seem to 
imagine you’re the first young lady 
whose been in this position. Let me 
tell you, Diana, there isn’t one here 
who hasn’t been across my desk! 
Indeed, many have been across it 
several times.’ 

So that’s why they’re all so 
cowed, thought Diana despairingly. 
They all have to put up with this. 
How hideous! How unbelievable! 
Yet there seemed no possibility of 
escape. 

‘Two minutes,’ intoned Mr 
Chalmers. His features now seemed 
more mottled. ‘Let me repeat, for 
the last time, what I said before. 
You Diana, will either take your 
medicine here, in the privacy of this 
study, or you will take it before your 
whole class. The medicine pre- 
scribed is six strokes on your bare 
bottom. If I have to take you before 
your class, you will be held down by 
Miss Pettigrew and Miss Braisher 
and receive twelve strokes! Is that 
clear? Quite clear? I am not bluffing. 
Girls have been thrashed before 
their own class before now.’ Another 
glance at the clock. ‘One minute...’ 

Panic gripped Diana more 
fiercely. She was going alternately 
hot and freezing cold, it seemed. 
Best to get it over with... here. 
Surely? Terrible as that was. Surely 
it would be better? To be thrashed 
publicly. God no! 

‘A-alright then,’ she _ heard 
herself croaking. ‘I...1’ll do it. Here. 
Over your desk. But...but please... 
just le.me keep my knickers on. 
That... that’s not much to ask. It... 
it’s only decent anyway’. 

Mr Chalmers blinked, owl-like. ‘I 
only cane on the bare flesh, Diana,’ 
he said with finality. ‘It is, as you 
will discover, the most salutary way 
of all.’ Again he stood. ‘Time’s up, 
young lady. Let’s have those 
knickers down and you across my 
desk.’ He picked up the cane, ran 
loving fingers along it and tapped its 
flexible tip on the leather desk-top. 
‘Not a moment’s more delay!’ 

Diana felt as if her blood had 
turned to ice-water yet her scalp was 
tingling as if with an electric charge. 
Could she make herself do it? Could 
she? Then she caught the glint in Mr 
Chalmer’s eyes as the cane flexed in 
his hands. Sobbing, Diana put her 
hands up under her short skirt and 
she pushed down those horrible blue 
serge knickers. How she loathed 
wearing them... yet what wouldn’t 
she have given to be able to retain 
them at that moment! 


By no means for the first time, 
the Head of Brankwood Sixth Form 
College, surveyed a shapely young 
bare bottom, curving over the edge 
of his desk. So soft looking, so white, 
so vulnerable. How nervously the 
flesh twitched! It was good, so good, 
to cane a girl for the first time. They 
could never quite imagine just how 
painful it was until they felt the first 
stroke. Then they knew, alright! No 
more than his duty, O 
course. arents and guardians 
approved his methods. [If they 
didn’t, a girl was at once removed. 
Some people would have been 
surprised how many, with children 
in their charge, approved of the use 
of corporal punishment. It was 
definitely a majority...though most 
were only prepared to admit their 
predilection privately. 

‘Six strokes,’ said Mr Chalmers, 
tapping the cringing flesh lightly. 
Diana gasped and flinched, half 
twisting over, seemingly careless of 
how she exposed herself. She had 
more urgent matters in mind. “Keep 
your bottom square, girl!’ 

‘P-pleee....ceeease..... EEGGHH 
AAAA-AAAGHHH!’ 

The last plea ended in a breath- 
less gasping shriek as Mr Chalmers 
lashed the cane hard across the very 
centre of Diana’s lush bottom. She 
catapulted up, hands clasping 
frantically at the intolerable pain, 
twisting left and right, squirming 
down on to the floor, mouth agape 
with disbelieving cries. The Head 
had seen in all before. The very 
natural reaction to the very first cut. 
It has to be said he found it a most 
satisfying spectacle. 

Oh the pain! The pain! Diana 
simply couldn’t believe it. How could 
it be! How could it? She couldn’t 
stand another like that. She just 
couldn't... 

‘Back across my desk, young 
lady,’ came a relentless voice from 
above. 


It took over twenty minutes to 
give Diana her six-stroke caning. For 
naturally, after each successive 
stroke — each one seemingly worse 
than that which had preceded it - the 

irl was ever-more reluctant to place 

erself back over that hard, cold 

esk. Mr Chalmers, however, 
insisted that she did. He was in no 
hurry. He had all morning, if need 
be. For him, to cane a girl was, he 
frankly admitted, a pleasure. To 
cane one for the first time was the 
greatest pleasure of all. 

Oh those wild, shrieking re- 
actions! The breathless-breathless 

asps. The kicking limbs. The 
uaking-clenching buttock cheeks. 
n unalloyed joy! Yet, as Mr 
halmers' repeatedly reminded 
imself, he was no more than 
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carrying out duties entrusted to him. 

Twenty minutes of unrelieved 
mental and physical torment for 
Diana. She begged, she beseeched. 
The pain of those encircling weals 
was quite atrocious. She couldn’t 
stand even one more! She couldn’t! 
Yet, always, Mr Chalmers made her 
present her  flinching-clenching 
bottom to his satisfaction...threat- 
ening repeatedly that he could still 
always take the girl down to the 
classroom and ‘begin all over 
again!’. Those dreaded words were 
the main driving force instrumental 
in Diana finding the will-power to 
present herself six times for a 
viscious, deep-biting cut of the rod. 

The sixth stroke having been 
administered (resulting in the most 
frantic reactions of all), Mr Chalmers 
replaced the cane in his desk drawer. 
When would it have to come out 
again, he wondered? More than 
likely, later that week. Scarcely one 
went by without a girl from one or 
other of the classes being sent to 
him. Diana Fraser, he was sure, 
would find herself back in his Study 
quite frequently during the coming 
year. She was, he sensed, a natural 
rebel. Just the type who needed the 
cane to bring her to heel. Well, he’d 
give it to her, just whenever the 
occasion arose. 

The girl, kneeling on the floor, 
was sobbing. ‘You may put your 
knickers back on, Diana,’ said the 
Head condescendingly. ‘And go 
back to your class.’ 

‘Mmmfff...mmmmfff....please... 
please...Sir...can’t I st-stay here a... 
mmfff...mmmmfff....little longer..?’ 
The thought of going back to that 
class in her condition was more than 
Diana Fraser could stand. . 

Mr Chalmers smiled _ under- 
standingly. It was a frequent request 
after a first caning. ‘Very well, 
Diana, on this occasion, you may,’ 
he replied agreeably. ‘However, it 
does mean you will not yet replace 
your knickers and you will remain 
bending over my desk for the next 
half hour. It is as you wish...’ 

A terrible groan came from 
Diana. Her mind see-sawed between 
two horrors. Then, slowly but surely, 
she once more draped herself over 
the desk. At least, she thought, this 
time the cane would not fall. 

But there was the shame of it. 
The hideous shame of it! 

Seemingly unconcerned, Mr 
Chalmers picked up a pen and began 
to deal with some paperwork. Ever 
and anon, he would look up 
musingly. Contentedly, one might 
Say. 

It was, of course, no accident, 
that a full-length mirror was fixed to 
the wall which faced him... 


*% * * *f 


Bele 


ae | 


bar 











ae 
Hi Mit 
i Hy 









evening; the sun’s 
day has made the 
atmosphere up in the loft room warm 
reVevemalstsettee 

Laura hears him~ downstairs, 
taking his time — she kneels on that 
chair and tugs her knickers up so 
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or other of those things in his 
horrible box. Fresh-bared skin feels 
sweat-damp in the still air. He 
usually likes to have her like that, 
although sometimes — 
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_ “What’s he like, this school 
inspector?’ queried © 

Marjorie Tompkins. 

She was seated on Mr 
Collingwood’s lap in the 
latter’s sitting room. It was 

6 pm but as live-in 
secretary to the Head- 
master at Oakwood 
Academy, a minor boys 
public school, one could 
naturally be required to 
-work outside the normal 
office hours. Not that 
Marjorie was exactly 
vorking at the moment but 
tshe would certainly put it 
ima as overtime when she 
nted Mr Collingwood 
h her weekly sheet of 
urs worked. Marjorie 
ared in demure high- 
kKed white blouse and 
skirt but the blouse 
was unbuttoned to her 
waist and as Marjorie was 
not wearing a bra her boobs 
were fully on display — 
except that Mr Colling- 
wood’s hand was covering 
one. 
‘I suppose he’s like all his 
kind. Interfering busy- 
bodies. Parasites on the 
state.” The Headmaster’s 
hand vigorously kneaded 
WENueutomcmermremilcvemee 
indicate the intensity of his 
feelings. ‘Nonetheless one 
can’t just throw him out, 
and I fear he will come up 
with a whole list of 
complaints unless we, uh, 
buy him off. And that’s 
where you come In, 
Marjorie my girl.’ 
‘Oh Mr Collingwood, 
you re not expecting me 


























































"t, 


he me 
— 







to —?’ 

Marjorie’ s.yeige tailed off 

‘in helplessiiff . She 
vo Wy i d to 





alm 


time. Natufa 























=. 
2 
= : 


FROM THE 


iy 
(hy: 


AY 
In 


a on “= to herself that 





| ssid thi fen she didn’ t 

_ intend him to find out. It 
was simply somethi ing that: 

was expected of her i in the 





a therefore nothing ry do with... 
-anyoneelse. Without —_| 
admitting to herself that 
she had acquired a bit of a 
taste for it. but with Mr | 
Collingwood only wanting 
to do it twice a week, 
WE ta leseemirlemurete(aase: 
whether one or two of the 
other masters might want 
to do it as well. A number 
of them had shown a 
distinct, if veiled, interest. 
She didn’t think Mr 
Gro) litereawuereremuvelticemel comets 
doing it with anyone else so 
she would have to tread 
carefully if she was going to 
let it happen, in the 
interests of a quiet life. 
Marjorie certainly wasn’t 
going to allow any of the 
boys to do it. That included 
those two horrors Robert 
Neil and Richard Gray- 
thorpe who in fact weren't 
so bad now. But now the 
subject of this school 
eke} olexei ce) me erele mee) entomitomatts 
garoltecaeimestemeraerttwce 
Marjorie that perhaps he 
might be interested — and 
there might be something 
in the way of a bonus — she 
didn’t earn much — to be 
gained by being ‘nice’. 
The Head continued to 
knead Marjorie's tits ina 
way she found embarrass- 
ingly stimulating. What he 
now said though caused her 
to utter a groan of OrrOM 
‘was cert amity 7% tht 
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thought of anotherman. 
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and especially some 
wretched parasite like aahts 
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inspector. But I do feel it 
may be necessary.’ 

‘Oh no! Not the cane!’ 

Marjorie was _ still 
getting the cane from Mr 
Collingwood though merci- 
fully not more than once a 
week. She would much 


rather have something else 


done to her but at times the 
Head just seemed to have 
this very strong urge to use 
the cane. It must be some- 
thing to do with being a 
Headmaster. 

‘Don’t disturb yourself, 
my dear. I hate to suggest it 
but I can see no alternative. 
Otherwise there’s’_ the 
distinct chance of this 
wretched man recommend- 
ing that the school be 
closed down and _ that 
wouldn’t do any of us any 
good now would it?’ 

Perhaps it was. the 
mental agitation induced by 
the impending visit but Mr 
Collingwood now showed 
clear signs of arousal, in 
spite of the fact that he had 
screwed her only yester- 
day. Marjorie made some 
proper noises of complaint 
but quite willingly took off 
her skirt and then the pale 
blue lacy knickers. Mr 
Collingwood used his 
favourite position, bending 
Marjorie over his table. 


One thing about doing it 
with an older man, as 
Marjorie’s friend Julie had 
told her, was that they 
could take a nice long time 
and a girl could get her 
proper enjoyment from it. 
Marjorie had _ pretended 
that such things were of no 
concern to her, but she had 


to admit that Mr Colling- 


wood was certainly able to 
take a nice long time, and 
now proceeded to do so, 
punctuating his perform- 
ance with noisy gasps and 
groans of pleasure. 
Marjorie found it vaguely 
satisfactory — though at 
the same time there was 
the decidedly unpleasant 
prospect of that inspector’s 
cane in her mind. 

He turned up two days 
later at 9 o'clock, a 
pompous little man of about 
Mr _ Collingwood’s age 
called Mr Smithers. He 
immediately started poking 


his nose into everything . 


and Mr Collingwood 
immediately started getting 
highly agitated. By 
lunchtime the Headmaster 
was looking very worried 
indeed and Marjorie was 
informed that her services 
— her bottom in other 
words — would have to be 
offered. ‘Otherwise we'll 


all be for the chop’. 

Marjorie didn’t say 
anything but what she 
thought couldn 't have been 
said! The Head told her she 
was to bring tea into his 
sitting room at half past 
three. 

Naturally Mr Smithers 
was in there wth the Head, 
with a cosy fire burning in 
the fireplace. Mr Colling- 
wood told Marjorie to put 
her tray of tea and cakes 
down on the table. He had 
got. to his ‘feet; - an 
embarrassed smile on his 
face. 

‘Ah Marjorie. You’ve 
met Inspector Smithers of 
course. As I’ve just been 
telling him I have a rather 
urgent appointment just 
now but I am sure you can 
entertain him for a little 
while. She is a_ most 
capable’ girl, Inspector. 
And avery attractive one as 
well as you can see.’ 

Rat-bag, thought 
Marjorie, though forcing 
her face into a charming 
smile. The Head went out 
— and she was left alone 
with Mr Bloody Inspector 
Smithers. 

“Yes ° indéed, - - most 
attractive.’ He had stood up 
and was smiling at Marjorie 
but the eyes behind his 





spectacles weren’t smiling; 
they just looked greedy as 
they stared at her tits. ‘And 
still at the very tender age. 
Still young enough to be a 


believe. 
your 


schoolgirl, | 
Seventeen, was it, 
Headmaster told me?’ 
Marjorie flushed.. ‘Yes 
Sir.’ 

‘And young enough to 
have your bottom smacked 
and indeed have it caned. 
Would that be correct?’ 
Marjorie’s flush deepened. 
‘Don’t be coy, my dear. 
Your Headmaster has 
informed me that he does 
indeed carry out those 
disciplinary measures and I 
must say, in spite of his 
various other shortcomings 
— I can applaud his good 
sense in that.’ 

What could she say? 
‘Would you like some tea, 
Sir?’ was what Marjorie 
came up with, but it was 
clear that her tender 
bottom was at some con- 
siderable risk. She poured 
the tea and then sat down 
quickly, on a chair rather 
than the sofa. Mr Smithers 
sat down opposite. He 
began sipping his tea and 
biting into a cake in a prissy 
manner. 

‘Isn’t this cosy’, he 
observed, careful not to 
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Pre-toasted bottom pushed out — 
properly for the cane — 











speak with his mouth full. 
‘Most delightful. And you 
know, my dear, I am sure, 
what I have been told.’ 

Marjorie shook her 
head. She could make a 
good guess though. 

‘Don’t be coy, my dear,’ 
he repeated. “Your Head- 
master told me you had 
been told. You are being 
offered to -me as a 
sweetener. So that I! 
moderate somewhat a 
report which otherwise will 
be rather devastating. For 
where Oakwood Academy 
is concerned, Marjorie, the 
list of shortcomings is 
almost endless; both of its 
very fabric and in the way it 
is run. But in order that I 
don’t say anything’ too 
awful I am being offered 
the pleasure of your 
delightful bottom. That 
seems to be the situation in 
a nutshell and it is of course 
highly irregular. ’ 

Marjorie said nothing. 
There wasn’t much fo say. 

‘Stand up, my dear.’ 

Sod Mr Collingwood 
and sod this inspector, 
Marjorie told herself. But 
she nevertheless got to her 
feet. Greedy eyes focussed 
on Marjorie’s breasts under 
the pale green blouse, and 
on her hips. 

‘Yes. Decidedly irregu- 
lar, but also highly 
tempting. Yes indeed. Take 





i 
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off your clothes will you, 


please, Marjorie 
Tompkins’. 

Marjorie gave him a 
resentful look, ran a few 
rude words through her 
mind, and then reached for 
her blouse buttons. With a 
somewhat illogical idea of 
modesty — she stepped 
behind Mr Collingwood’s 
fire-screen. ‘All your 
clothes,’ advised Mr 
Smithers’ prim voice. ‘And 
come out from behind that 
thing. I want to see all of 
you.’ Part way through 
Marjorie’s disrobing he 
modified his instructions. 
‘Keep the stockings and 
suspender belt on, I think. 


They do_ look. rather 
fetching.’ 

Undoubtedly Marjorie 
did look charming in 


suspender belt and nylons 
and her shoes and nothing 
else. Mr Smithers coaxed 
her into various poses and 
Marjorie didn’t object 
because she quite liked 
showing herself off. What 
she didn't like was getting 
the cane. There was just 


that one possible way 
Marjorie could see _ of 
perhaps’ getting off a 


caning. ‘Sir,’ she asked in a 
hesitant voice. 

Mr Smithers in fact now 
had Mr Collingwood’s cane 
in his hand. He looked 


questioningly. 
‘Please Sir; wouldn't 
you. rather....” Marjorie 





searched for some polite 
way of putting it but there 
didn’t seem to be one. 
‘Wouldn’t you rather, you 
know,--.do “me, Sir? I 
wouldn’t mind, Sir. In fact 
I’d much rather have that 
than the cane....’ 

Mr Smithers’ eyes were 
wide behind his glasses. 
‘Good gracious me!’ He 
repeated this, while at the 
Same time his mind was 
working overtime. 

‘Is it possible, Miss, 
that your Headmaster has 


sexual intercourse’ with 
you?’ 
Marjorie mumbled 


something, not at all sure 
she should admit it. The 
inspector was suddenly 
close, the cane abandoned 
for the moment. Two pudgy 
hands’ seized _ hold _. of 
Marjorie’s firm and now 
very nude breasts. ‘Answer 
me, Miss!’ 

This time, gasping a bit 
from his sudden assault on 
her breasts, Marjorie’s 
reply was more clearly in 
the affirmative. ‘That is 
quite, quite, disgraceful.’ 
Mr Smithers’ eyes were 
shining brightly as _ he 
squeezed. ‘Quite disgrace- 
ful! When you are just 17 
and should still be at school 
yourself! I find it almost 
unbelievable! 

He had got quite red in 
the face, either from the 
thought of Mr Collingwood 
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screwing Marjorie or it 
could be from those two 
splendid boobs he was still 
grasping, their nipples now 
fully erect and sticking out 
like little pink fingers. 
‘Well, the very least I can 
do is to have a quick check 
to determine that no 
serious harm has_ been 
done. Get up on the table, 
Miss. On your back and 
open your legs. 

It was Marjorie’s turn to 
go very red in the face now. 
She protested vehemently 
but Mr Smithers, visibly 
sweating, primly told her to 
do as she was told and do it 
at once. You dirty beast, 
she thought hotly, but there 
was nothing to do except 
comply. It was very remini- 
scent of that morning in Mr 
CoHingwood’s office when 
he made her get on his desk 
on her back for her. very 
first caning. He still liked to 
do it that way and Marjorie 
really hated it. 

Now she was in very 
much the same _ position 
except that this awful 
inspector person made her 
raise her knees by putting 
her feet on the table and 
spread her legs. 

Marjorie bit her lip but 
heard her breath hiss out as 
he began stroking her inner 
thighs above the nylons. 
She was very. sensitive 
there but his hand almost 
immediately moved on to a 
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much more sensitive 
region. She was already 
wet because although 
Inspector Smithers might 
be a nasty little horror it 
aF:CeW sloyeleidelel (ontmolerssimerelelhy 
exciting getting undressed 
in front of him. She 
a gk whispered a little groan as 
oe Se | fingers stroked her. The 

| groan changed to a squeal 
as two fingers became more 
adventurously demanding. 
Involuntarily she arched 
her hips against the hand. 
It was just like being done. 
It was awful but it was also 
something else. Her 
squeals and gasps and 
tee ee {| groans kept coming and 

oeeerh hlUGEC DTertrtrtts—~S—s«@s~< Cree tst—~—s—CCi‘C)E] «= Maarjorie’s hips began a 
_ | : co a | rhythmic thrusting as Mr 
Smithers proceeded quite 
simply to bring her off. 

“ ‘Very depraved behav- 
iour,’ pronounced _ the 
inspector unctuously when, 
not too much later, 
Marjorie lay exhausted on 
the table having come with 
an undignified writhing of 
hips. ‘I can’ see you are 
certainly in need of a 
caning.’ 

She was hauled off the 
table and made to stand, on 
jelly-like legs, in front of 
the fire, her arms spread 
wide along the mantle- 
piece. The flickering flames 
were hot against her nude 
front but very soon 
WE Suleul= experienced 
considerably greater heat 
across her quivering 
buttocks. The _ searing, 
slicing, red-hot pain was 
repeated. Again and again. 
From Marjorie’s pretty 
mouth came cries. very 
similar to those which had 
gasped out minutes before 
on the table. Squeals and 
yelps of urgent despera- 
tion. At last the caning 
stopped. | 

After the caning and 
what had gone before, 
Marjorie’s mind, not sur- 
prisingly, was alittle 
numb. She was aware 
though that she was being 
so) Ke) oe) bore oy-Co) encom aslomete) (om 
this time to be stood bent 
over. It was of course the 
position favoured by Mr 
Collingwood and also by 
that Mr Ajitken at the 
Agency. It must be very 
popular because from what 
was going on behind her it 
was clear that Inspector 
Smithers had very much 
the same thing in mind. 
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That thing which he had 
expressed such horror and 
shock over when Marjorie 


had admitted that Mr 
Collingwood did it. But 
somehow it didn’t seem too 
Surprising that now this 
Inspector Smithers was 
geing to doit himself. 

After the caning, and 
having just worn herself out 
anyway, Marjorie didn’t 
get much out of it. Mr 
Smithers though, clearly 
did. 

The day was over, or 
should have been. It was 
10.45 and Marjorie was in 
bed wondering what she 
might be able to get out of 
the Head for her sufferings 
at— the hands — 6: — Mir 
Smithers. She realised that 
if she had been smart she 
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would have to come to some 
agreement before. Her 
thoughts were interrupted 
by a cautious knock at the 
bedroom door. 

It couldn’t be the Head 
because he had his own 
key. It couldn't be that 
Inspector Smithers, surely, 
because he was supposed 
to have left. It could of 
course be one of the boys, 
ever hopeful. As she lay 
silent the knock was 
repeated. Now a= small 
voice. ‘Marjorie. It’s me. 
Stephen James.’ 

‘Go away, Marjorie 
hissed. At least it wasn’t 
one of the older ones who 
were always after her. 
Stephen James was a 
smallish boy with = an 
angelic, innocent look. 


‘Ive got to see you. It’s 
very important.’ 

She lay still for a bit and 
then reluctantly got up and 
padded over in her pyjamas 
to the door. Stephen James 
was also in his pyjamas 
plus dressing gown. ‘Let 
me come in,’ he said. He 
looked excited. ‘What the 
hell d’you want,’ Marjorie 
demanded. ‘It’s’ nearly 
11 o'clock.’ 

What innocent-faced 
Stephen, a good _ three 
inches shorter than 
Marjorie, wanted he very 
soon made clear. As he 
explained, red-faced, there 
was a secret spy-hole where 
you could peer into the 
Head’s sitting room and it 
had been Stephen James’s 
good fortune to have his 


eye to it earlier that day. 
Sometime after 3.30 in fact. 

She seized his shoulders 
angrily. Stephen did not 
tesist. 1. haven't — told 
anyone’, he gasped as he 
was squeezed in a bear- 
hug. ‘And I won’t. Honest. 
Not: i... Hf... you know...’ 
Taking advantage of his 
position his own hands had 
slid round behind Marjorie 
and were now cupping her 
pyjama-clad bottom. 

‘You little blackmailer,’ 
Marjorie spat out into his 
ear. ‘No, Marjorie. Don’t 
say that. It... it’s just that I 
think you’re so super.’ The 
two hands had tentatively 
begun drawing down 
Marjorie’s pyjama 
trousers... 
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In the middle of the school ~ 
gymnasium stands a vaulting horse, 
A girl - blonde, well-built, in her late 
teens - is bent over by ittouching her 
toes, gym knickers:lowered to mid- 
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thigh, her bottom bare. To the girl’s 
left stands a senior mistress holding 
a 3ft 4in punishment cane. Behind 
the girl, standing near the gym wall - 
with a view ofshgth cane and target 
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1842); the present structure — 150 
girls, of whom 40 were day-girls, the 
remainder boarders, with 30 staff — 
and the aims and traditions. 

‘We believe in a flexible but firm 
framework both for work and play. 
When our girls are good, they are 
rewarded. When they are not, they 
are punished. We have a system 
here called Two Stripes, which has 
worked well for many years. 
Normally, girls are punished with a 
detention on Saturday afternoons 
after games. But we do give them an 
alternative. Any girl can fill in a form 
requesting corporal punishment 
instead of a detention. One detention 
equals two strokes of the cane: Two 
Stripes, you see?’ 

I nodded. 

‘The younger girls, get the 
slipper instead. To be fair to them 
all, girls are punished in the PE kit. 
And anyone failing to attend a 
detention without a very good reason 
receives two stripes automatically. 
So most Fridays we have a session in 
the gymnasium to which a senior 
mistress attends. Severe misdemea- 
nours are dealt with in this office, 
but they’re few and far between. So 
our system seems to work, Monsieur 
Deauville... you look unconvinced.’ 

‘No, no, not at all, headmistress, 
it just seems a little... well, well... 
antiquated. ’ 

‘Victorian, perhaps?’ asked Miss 
Marsden. ‘But the system works, 
and the girls don’t resent it. A two 
stripe is quick, efficient... and 
painful only for a short time.’ 
Miss Marsden smiled, ‘I’ll ask Mrs 
Landseer to let you attend one 
Friday later in the term so you can 
see how we work. Have a pleasant 
term at Kingsmead, monsieur: we’re 
very pleased to have you with us.’ 
She held out her hand, I shook it 
firmly, and left her study. 

The girls, all 150 of them, arrived 
for the first day of term, and I soon 
settled into a routine of French and 
PE classes, evenings at the local 
pub, in the staff room, or marking 
books in my study. 

It was three weeks later that Mrs 
Landseer entered the gym during a 
lesson and asked for a word: ‘Miss 
Marsden mentioned you _ should 
witness one of our Friday afternoon 
sesssions, Monsieur Deauville. Half 
past four here in the gym, please,’ 
and she stomped out. So I was 
actually going to be allowed to view 
an official punishment: how many 
girls, Il wondered, were down on the 
list for tomorrow? 

I must confess that I looked 
forward eagerly to the next after- 
noon. At last it came, and I walked 
over to the gym after a leisurely tea, 
arriving a little early. 

I was greeted by Mrs Landseer 
and Miss Frost. A crook-handled 


cane about three feet long and a 
plimsoll were on a chair by the 
vaulting horse, now moved to the 
centre of the gym and lowered, I 
noticed, presumably to allow the 
girls to bend more easily over it. 

‘This is the list of requests for 
today, Monsieur Deauville,’ said 
Miss Frost handing me a typewritten 
list of just four names in form oder, 
with the age in years and months 
entered on the right. There were 
three names I knew, including a 
pretty 6th former I taught: 

‘Lower VI, Karen Stone, 17.2’ 
The list was headed with the date 
and the legend Two Stripes. There 
was a note attached to the list which 
I was not given the opportunity to 
read, as Miss Frost asked me to pass 
it to Mrs Landseer. 

‘Right, let’s have the first: Cindy 





Redmond,’ Mrs Landseer shouted 
out to the ante-room, where the 
anxious owners of  soon-to-be- 
warmed teenage bottoms _ stood 
waiting. 

In trotted a nervous young lady, 
clad only in gym knickers and vest, 
no shoes, with thighs and bottom 
tending to plumpness. 

‘First time, Redmond?’ asked 
Miss Frost pleasantly. 

‘Yes, miss,’ responded the girl, 
licking her lips. 

‘Right, come and bend over the 
end of the horse here, and hold on to 
the handle. Stretch up until you can 
reach.’ The girl was on tiptoe, her 
vest pulling out of her knickers. 

‘It’s just two with the old slipper, 
so grit your teeth and it’ll all be over 
in a moment. Right, Miss Frost.’ 

Miss Frost, standing by the 


vaulting horse to the girl’s left, took 
aim and gave the girl a resounding 
whack on each buttock with the 
plimsoll which elicited two startled 
yelps from the recipient. Up she got, 
and walked stiffly out. 

Next in was 16 year old Kathy 
Fairmile, a stunning-looking but 
snobby day-girl whom nobody really 
liked. She strode haughtily across to 
the box, placed her feet carefully 
twelve inches apart, bent over, and 
presented a well-proportioned oval 
bottom. She reached up and gripped 
the handle, her tight gym knickers 
riding up to expose the first two 
inches of the target. This girl is no 
first-timer, I thought to myself. 

As this was my first experience of 
the cane, I watched carefully. I saw 
the girl’s bottom tense momentarily 
as Miss Frost measured the cane 
across the lower part of Fairmile’s 
backside. The bottom relaxed, and 
the flexible wood swished and 
thwacked twice into the soft cotton- 
covered flesh. Kathy Fairmile didn’t 
utter a sound. She merely got up, 
hitched her knickers back down over 
both cheeks, and stalked out. Miss 
Frost glared at the retreating figure. 

Carol Phipps-Morgan, a stylish 
16 year old from. Kansas, USA, 
bounced into the gym wearing bright 
scarlet running shorts instead of the 
regulation gym knickers. 

“What are you wearing, Carol?’ 
asked Mrs Landseer. 

‘Gee, I’m sorry, miss, but I 
couldn’t find my gym kit, so I 
thought I’d better wear these. I 
haven’t been up for one of these 
affairs before, so you see...’ Carol 
blabbered. 

‘Well, you’re up for a Two Stripe 
for a missed detention, and you’ve 
requested a YTwo Stripe for this 
week’s detention, so you'd better get 
those shorts off,’ Mrs Landseer 
snapped. ‘Off, miss? But I’ve only 
got briefs on under’ Carol 
complained. 

‘Then you'll be caned in your 
briefs. Now please get those shorts 
Of. 

‘Yes, miss.’ Carol tugged her 
shorts down and off to reveal a pair 
of knickers for which the description 
‘briefs’ was generous. Carol Phipps- 
Morgan was possessed of a remark- 
able figure, including a tastefully 
rounded. bottom which was set off 
beautifully by the scanty knickers 
she wore. 

She had done some modelling in 
the States, I knew, and was liked or 
tolerated by most of her contempor- 
aries because of her fast wit and 
flashy ways. Her good body was 
admired or envied by many. 

‘What do I do, miss,?’ asked 
Carol, her hands clasped coyly in 
front of her, ‘do I bend down or 
what?’ 
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‘Just stand up to the end of the 
vaulting horse there, bend over and 
grip the handle,’ said Miss Frost, 
walking over to a wall cupboard to 
select a slightly thinner cane which 
she flexed almost double before 
presenting it across the American 
gitl’s near-naked backside to 
measure her swing. Carol’s 
knickers, cut high on the hips in any 
case, in her bent-over position now 
barely protected either buttock. 
Hence, I assumed, Miss Frost had 
very fairly selected a_ lighter 
malacca. : 

‘Have you~ been _ punished 
before?’ asked Miss Frost, pressing 
the cane into the meaty lower part of 
Carol’s well-fleshed bare rump. 

‘Yes, ma’am, with a paddle at 
home. My folks have warmed my 


butt with that when they figures I - 


deserved it. But I ain’t never had the 
stick before.’ 

‘Right, well keep still until 
you ve had all four strokes. I want 
you to count them out loud as you’re 
ready for them, one at a time. Do you 
understand?’ asked Mrs Landseer. 

‘Yes, miss.’ There was a long 
pause while the nearly bare bottom 
tensed and wriggled further up onto 
the horse, then: ‘One’ and the cane 
whistled down and bit deep across 
both bare cheeks. Carol yelped and 
heaved, her buttocks clenching 
momentarily. 

‘Two’. A loud swwiissh, followed 
by a meaty “Thwack’ and an ‘Aarrr’ 
from Carol. 

‘Three.’ Another stroke joined 
the pair. Three perfectly parallel 
tramlines ngw decorated the cocky 
American’s bottom as she strove to 
keep still for the last stroke. 


28 


Finally: ‘Four!’ and the cane 
bent itself for the last time round 
both cheeks, burying itself in the 
yielding softness. 

‘Get up, Carol, and take those 
shorts outside ‘to put them on,’ said 
Miss Frost. I was amazed to see how 
the cane had corrugated the skin to 
form ‘the tramlines, each double 
ridge a brilliant red fringed with blue 
where the bruises were appearing 
already. I watched Carol’s undu- 
lating multicolour-striped bottom 
jiggle enticingly across the gym to 
the door, where it disappeared. A 
moment later, the lovely Karen 
Stone walked through the door. 

Seventeen, every inch a lady, 
Karen listened by the horse while 
Mrs Landseer fead out the note I had 
not been able to see earlier. 

It was from the headmistress: 
‘Stone K has requested a Two Stripe 
SHE ALREADY HAS A Two Stripe 
for a missed detention, and has 
another two detentions outstanding. 
I recommend that she attend all the 
detentions assigned to her, and be 
denied corporal punishment as an 
alternative. However, if she still 
insists on having this Saturday after- 
noon free, she must receive a full six 
strokes, in which case she will have 
only one detention outstanding.’ 

‘Well, what do you want to do, 
Karen?’ asked Mrs Landseer. 

‘Six, miss? But I’ve never had 
six. No-one’s had six for ages,’ 
mumbled Karen. ‘But I’ve bought 
tickets for the concert, so I’ve got to 
go’. She paused. ‘Couldn’t you make 
it four and two detentions, Mrs 
Landseer?’ she begged. As_ she 


_ spoke, I noticed she gently rubbed 
her cotton-covered bottom, as if in 


anticipation of the punishment which 
might come. 

‘It says quite clearly six, Karen, 
but as you’re a sixth former I'll let 
you off with four strokes on the 
bare.’ 

There was a pregnant pause. 

‘l’ll take the four, miss.’ 

‘Right, Miss Frost, the other 
cane I think. Knickers right down 
and bend over, hands on knees, 
please, young Stone,’ Mrs Landseer 
said briskly. 

As Miss Frost replaced the 
lighter cane and selected the longer 
malacca, Karen meanwhile had 
pulled down those protecting 
knickers to bare a truly magnificent 
bottom which I’d noticed in PE 
classes before. Full, round, both 
cheeks well-fleshed without any 
excess fat. Firm thighs, slender 
waist, the tantalising glimpse of her 
pubic bush between her legs as she 
bent forward. 

Her buttocks tensed, ready. Miss 
Frost bent the slender cane between 
her hands a couple of times, placed it 
gently across the crown of the bare 


*We are 


seventeen year old bottom before 
her, and said: ‘Down you go and 
touch your toes. Don’t get up until 
you're told.’ 

Karen slid her hands_ slowly 
down her legs to grip her ankles, 
then released them and_ firmly 
pushed her fingertips onto her toes. 
Despite her fully-bent position, her 
buttocks were not stretched - merely 
slimmed - the plumpness of both 
pale white cheeks an ideal target. 

Standing there, in that sunny 
gym in June 1984, I could not believe 
that it was still common practice to 
beat young girls. This was no 
youngster, either, but a full-grown 
woman bent over, quite bare from 
waist to mid-thigh, waiting to 
receive a thrashing such as a 
criminal in Victorian times might 
have had. 

I flinched as each of the four 
strokes rained down in slow succes- 
sion, a pause of.about four seconds 
between them, the cane whistling as 
it curved wickedly down to unwrap 
itself eagerly round the presented 
smooth pale bottom, the girl jerking 
forward onto her toes with the force 
of each blow. 

Swwittt. ‘Aaarrrhhh.’ 

Swwittttt. ‘Ahh. Oooh.’ 

Swwish. ‘Oooohh, no’.- 

SWWITT. ‘Ouch. Oooh. Aaarh!’ 

Eight vivid red stripes, slightly 
out of parallel, witnessed the sound 
thrashing the girl had received. Still 
she remained touching her toes 
until, given the order to stand, she 
shot to her feet and rubbed vigor- 
ously at the corrugated surface of 
her bare behind. Eventually, she 
pulled up her panties and shuffled 
slowly out of the room. ‘I only hope 
the concert is worth it,’ smiled 
Miss Frost. 

‘Yes, miss,’ Karen squeaked 
through suppressed tears as she 
went through the door. 

That was the only time I wit- 
nessed any official punishments at 
Kingsmead School. But there were 
other occasions when I was able to 
indulge my new-found pleasure, 
before I had to return to my own 
school in Paris. I left Kingsmead at 
the end of term with promises from 
some of the girls to visit me in 
Paris if they came over on exchange, 
a plan which was already well- 
advanced with my own school. 

Just before the end of term, I 
borrowed one of the canes from the 
gym to take back with me to France 
— just in case! 


Editor's Note 

hoping to persuade 
Monsieur Deauville to tell us of his 
other experiences at the school, and 
of what happens in France. The 
name of Kingsmead ts fictitious, the 
facts though are true. 
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Terry and Angela, both 18, and 
Samantha — Sammie to all and 
- sundry — just 16, were understand- 
ably nervous at the prospect of being 
beaten by Roger, the _ theatre 
manager. If he had arrived just a few 
moments later at the programme 
room where they were giving the 
repellent Becky her due, they would 
never have been caught. As it was, 
there were now only a few minutes 
left of the show before curtain-down, 
and that would be closely followed 
by curtain-up on a considerably more 
dramatic performance in_ the 
programme room! 

Sammie remembered that Roger 
had told her to bring the wooden- 
backed clothes brush from the cloak- 
room, and the girls discussed the 
likelihood of him using just the brush 
or bringing out one of his other 
instruments: | 

-‘T reckon Sammie’ll get -it 
and Ang and we'll catch it worse as 
we're older. It isn’t bloody fair,’ 
moaned Terry. 

‘Whatever we get, it’s red bums 
all round, Tel, so I wouldn’t worry 
about it. He’s given me a couple with 
the cane before, but that wasn’t too 
bad: I had those canvassy jeans on, 
too.’ 
| ‘Slim chance of that this time’, 
mumbled Sammie _ disconsolately. 
She had never been spanked in her 
life, and was dreading the prospect. 
Her bottom felt positively huge 
under her long, calf-length skirt. She 
supposed that would have to come 
off. 

OU slomcstulmauelejeemrlomromslemutuals 
for the end of the show, opening the 
auditorium doors after the final 
curtain-call, and watching’ the 
smiling audience leave. None of the 
girls managed a smile, however. 

As the last members of the public 
left, they closed the doors again and 
put the ‘No Entrance’ signs up. 
Terry and Angela trotted down to 
meet Sammie at the bottom of the 
programme room stairs, after -she 
had collected the brush. Discreetly, 
she had popped it into a supermarket 
carrier bag. No point in advertising 
events. 

Walking slowly up the narrow 
stairs, Sammie glanced up to where 
Angela’s plump rump undulated 
gently ahead of her: 

‘At least you’re well-padded, 
Ang,’ she said. 

‘That’s not going to help, you 
cheeky sod. It still stings.’ 

The trio waited outside the 
programme room door for Roger to 
come up the stairs. After about four 
minutes, they heard the swift, light 

tread of the manager’s footsteps. A 
moment later, he appeared, key in 
eb eX6 MMR KOMG) oles ema elomeloley a 

‘I think we’ll have you in one at a 

time; youngest first, oldest last. So 
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Regular readers of BLUSHES 
will already be familiar with the 
hapless usherettes at a local 
theatre in the London suburbs 
who find themselves on the 
receiving end of the theatre 
manager’s range of stinging 


implements. 

Some of the girls have been 
caught taking their revenge on 
a thieving colleague — admini- 
stering a sound strapping — 
and have been summoned for a 
brisk application of they know 
not what.... 





presumably you’re first, Samantha?’ 
Roger asked. 

‘I guess so,’ replied Sammie, 
stepping into the room behind the 
manager, carrier bag in hand. 

‘What have you got there?’ he 
asked. | 

‘The clothes brush you told me to 
bring.’ - 

‘Well, you’d better give it here, 
Sammie. We'll be needing it in a 
minute. Just slip out of your skirt, 
would you, and take your tights off.’ 

Sammie sat down and pulled her 
ankle boots off before reaching 
under her long skirt and yanking the 
tights down, rolling them over her 
ankles and feet. Standing up, she 
undid the zip at the side of her skirt 











and let it drop to the floor, stepping 
to one side to pick it up and hang it 
carefully over the back of a chair. 

‘I wouldn't put it there. You’ll be 
bending over that in a moment’, said 
Roger. | 

‘Oh, I see...” mumbled Sammie, 
embarrassed, as she moved her skirt 
to a cupboard in the corner. Her 
blouse was long enough to cover 
most of the swell of her bottom, and 
Roger told her to lift it up and tuck it 
there. | 

She rolled the fabric up on itself 
so that it rested well above her waist, 
and turned to face Roger. 

‘Stand up to the chair, Sammie. 
Now how old are you?’ 

‘Sixteen,’ came the whisper. 

‘Ever been spanked before?’ 

‘Good God, no,’ Sammie said, 
standing now by the chair. 

‘Well, get those panties down so 
we can rectify that, wiil you?’ 

Obediently, Sammie slipped her 
fingers into the waistband of her 
knickerS and pulled them slowly 
down to mid-thigh. Roger stared at 
the most unblemished female 
bottom he had ever seen. The 
buttocks were perfectly smooth, 
almost alabaster in appearance, with 
not even a dusting of hair, the 
division between the cheeks a slim 
dark line setting off the rounded half 
moons to each side. 

Sammie’s pale complexion was 
envied by a number of the girls, but 
Roger was probably the first to 
appreciate that the same flawless 
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well. Sammie looked round and 
Roger’s gaze met hers: 

‘Shall I bend over the chair?’ she 
asked. 

‘No...no...I1 shall want you over 
my knee,’ Roger walked to the chair 
and sat down, gripping Samantha’s 
wrist as he pulled her round the 
other side of the chair and over his 
lap, a brief glimpse of her reddish 
bush flashing by as she turned. 

Roger couldn’t wait to touch the 
ivory surface of the teenager’s bare 
cheeks, and laid the palm of his right 
hand round the curve of her bottom: 

‘Move up a little ,further,’ he 
ordered, and felt the muscles tense 
under his hand as she wriggled 
further over his lap until her hips 
balanced her perfectly. 

Outside the door, Terry and 


> Angela waited anxiously for a sign of 


what was happening. They were 
rewarded with the first crisp ‘Slapp!’ 
of Roger’s palm on Sammie’s 
upturned satin-smooth buttocks. He 
had discarded the brush in favour of 
closer contact with this peachy 
perfection. | 
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Roger’s hand rose and fell rhythmi- 
cally, spanking each cheek alterna- 
tively, the flesh turning a delicate 


pink and, as .the punishment 
continued a rosy red. Sammie was 
silent save for sharp intakes of 
breath: although Roger was 
spanking her hard, the effect of a 
hand on her bare bottom was not as 
bad as she had anticipated the 
clothes brush would be. 

Roger now widened the area of 
his attention, taking in the dower 
curve and upper part of Samantha’s 
rear-end, the flesh absorbing each 
blow with a dramatic quiver. He also 


. increased the force of the blows, and: 


was rewarded after four swift 
impacts with the lowest part of each 
buttock. with a loud groan from 
Sammie, followed by: ‘Jeeeesus, it 
stings!’ | . 

Finally, Roger decided she’d had 
enough, and reached down for the 
brush by -the side ~of his chair. 
Samantha, looking back, saw _ the 
- hand pick up the brush and tensed 
her bottom, ready. 

‘Get up, girl,’ he said, ‘and bend 
over the back of the chair.’ 

Sammie struggled to her feet, 
her hands going round to feel the 
glowing damage to her behind, and 
shuffled round to the other side of 
the chair, bending over and gripping 
the seat tightly with both hands. 
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and applied four smarting applica- 
tions of the brush, two to each 
‘buttock, before ordering the sore 
teenager to get dressed: 

‘After you’ve got your things on, 
_ ask both the others to come in, would 
you?’ 

Sammie pulled her knickers 
swiftly over her bottom, and tugged 
her skirt on before grabbing tights 
and boots and almost running out of 
the room, her eyes filled with tears. 

Terry and Angela walked in 
apprehensively to be greeted by 
Roger Experimentally swishing a 
thin cane through the air. He put it 
down and selected another, rather 
longer, version; having satisfied 
himself as to its suitability, he 
_- turned to face the girls: 

‘As I explained to you two 
misfits, I will not have this sort of 
behaviour — taking the law into your 
own hands —-in my theatre. You 
know that Cecilia has already been 
oLU pep Ky slore Ome bee ms Muelle lem elelme)ney ole iomne 
. subject her to further discomfort. 
But you two have not had the benefit 


of a thrashing, although I remember 


that you, Angela, were caned once 
before. Am I right?’ 
. “Yes, Roger, you gave me a 
couple about two months ago,: 
replied Angela. | 

‘Tm afraid it’ll be more than a 
couple today, girls. Bring the table 
into the centre of the room, would 
you?’ 

The girls heaved the heavy 

wooden table from the wall into the 


‘middle and stood by it while Roger 


walked round, raising the cane in the 
air at each end. It was about seven 
feet long, and only three feet wide, 
and both Angela and Terry had 
guessed its purpose. 

— “As you saw fit to strip Becky as 
well as strap her, I don’t see any 
reason why you should escape the 
humiliation. you forced her to 
undergo. So get your clothes off, 
down to your bra and panties. 

At this, Terry was about to rebel: 
he could stuff his poxy job, she 
thought, but he wasn’t having her 
parading round stark naked before 
he whipped her. A glance at Angela, 
however, made her realise that she 
might as well go along with it: at 
least it would be quick. Angela had 
already peeled off her slacks and 
sweater, and was unbuttoning her 
shirt. Terry obediently started to 
undress. 

Sixty seconds later, both girls 
were standing by the table in their 


underwear. Angela turned out to be. 


slightly fuller in figure than Terry, 


her bottom straining at the thin | 


cotton of her knickers. Terry, on the 
other hand, was very slim, with 
coltish legs and a compactly rounded 
backside in brightly striped high-cut 
panties which barely covered her 
cheeks. | 

Roger had walked out of the 
programme room, but returned in 
time to find both . girls standing 
waiting: “Bras and pants off, girls,’ 
he said, and Terry and Angela 
simultaneously reached behind them 
and unclipped their bras before 
reaching down and slipping their 
knickers off, kicking them over by a 
chair. F | 

The dark nipples of Angela’s 
ample breasts contrasted with the 
pale delicately formed breasts of 
Terry. Terry’s sun-tan highlighted 
the white flesh of her bottom as it did 
her chest. | 

‘Terry, come and bend over this 
end of the table,’ said Roger, 
pointing with the cane, ‘Angela, this 
end.’ The girls walked round to their 
appointed positions and bent right 
over the cool wood, their , breasts 
brushing the surface before being 
squashed as Roger told them to grip 
the sides of the table and hold on. 

He stepped up behind Angela 
and measured his swing to the full 
bare buttocks. The girls were now 
facing each other along the length of 
the table, their heads only a dozen or 


so inches apart, and Angela looked’ 


desperately at Terry and whispered: 


‘Here goes!’ before closing her eyes 


tight shut. 

Terry looked up and saw the cane 
swing down with an alarming 
swooshing sound to connect with a 


meaty ‘Sppllttt’ with its target. . 


Angela jerked forward, her knuckles 


‘white, and-her eyes opened. in 


astonishment at the sheer burning 
slash across her backside. . 

Roger had meanwhile already 
walked round to behind Terry, and 
her slim cheeks were measured with 
a light tap before the slender 
malacca wrapped itself lickety-split 
round the full width from hip to hip: 
‘Yooowww’ yelped Terry, her legs 


giving way with the force of the blow 


and her bottom dipping before she 
pulled herself up to the right position 
again. | | 

The procedure. of one _ stroke 
followed by a long pause while the 
other girl received her stroke was 
repeated five more times, until both 
sets of cheeks were bisected with six 
tramlines and a film of sweat had 
appeared on both girls’ faces, and in 


the division between their buttocks - 


and at the top of their thighs. 


The two teenagers lay there 


panting, until Roger snapped: 
‘I want you both lying flat on top 
of the table, side by side: move!’ 
Angela and_ Terry pulled 
themselves onto the top and lay 
down, head to toe. 


‘Not like that, I want you both © 
facing the same way. Angela, get off 


and turn round.’ 

Angela slipped off the table and 
clambered back on alongside Terry’s 
naked form. Roger slapped her 
lightly on the bottom as he told her 
to move a little further forward, until 
both sets of buttocks were aligned 
perfectly. The eyes of both girls met 
for a moment, a 
reached out to grip the edge of the 
#19) (ow 

Roger had opted for his longest 
cane: a thin, whippy length which he 
had only used on one occasion. He 
lay it carefully across the full width 


- of the four cheeks on the table, the 


muscles tensing momentarily at the 

touch of the wood before relaxing. 
The malacca rose and fell with a 

high whine to land across a double 


width of bare female backside, biting 


deep into the soft flesh before 
springing back and leaving a livid 
weal of fire. Both girls jerked and 


- gasped together: Angela, on the far 


side of the cane, receiving a faster 
impact, almost shouted: ‘Jeeezzz! 
Owww!’ but was cut short by the 
arrival of a second smarting stroke. 
Both 
bodies for a third stroke, but it never 


youngsters tensed their 


and their hands ° 


came, as Roger replaced the cane * 


and said quietly: 


‘Well done, Angela and Terry. © 


You can get dressed, and I'll see you 
in my office in five minutes to sign 


that punishment form I mentioned. I :. 


hope this has demonstrated that if 


you don’t toe the line, it’s either | 


‘Out’ or ‘Ouch!’ eh?’ 
‘Yes, Roger,’ they chorused, 
slipping gingerly into their clothes... 
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Dear Sir, 


After buying Blushes since its 
introduction to the market I must say 
that the standard which is constantly 
maintained is remarkable. So much 
so that I decided to purchase my first 
ever video, Big Girls Do Cry, earlier 
this year. If I may make one criticism 
I would say that I was slightly (only 
very slightly) disappointed not to see 
either of the two young ladies in the 
video spanked whilst wearing their 
pyjamas. 

You see I have a thing about girls 
being spanked, slippered or caned in 
pyjamas. I would, therefore like to 
forward an idea for your excellent 
Request series. 

The series would involve two or 
three people — mother, (or father or 
aunty) the girl to be punished and 






maybe the girls friend or spiteful 
cousin. The story would begin at tea- 
time, our naughty girl has maybe 
come home late from school, her 
mother is furious to find she was 
made to stay behind in detention and 
orders the tearful girl to change into 
her pyjamas. Once changed into her 
thin cotton pyjamas (possibly with a 
floral print), she is taken over her 
mothers knee and slippered long and 
hard. Just at the end of her 
slippering a knock is heard at the 
door. Mother releases the tearful girl 
and orders her into the corner with 
her hands on her head. 

When mother returns with either 
girls friend or a friend of her own 
(male or female), who may have just 
popped round, she finds her erring 
daughter with her hands not on her 
head but plunged down her pyjamas 
trying to rub the soreness away. 

To teach the girl a lesson she 
takes her by the ear, pulls her over a 
chair, takes down her pyjamas and 
canes her bare bum in front of a 
highly amused guest. Finally after 
five bare bottom minutes in the 
corner, the daughter is sent sobbing 
to bed. Although this maybe hard to 
follow to the letter and I realise 
Blushes carries more _ bedtime 
punishments than most, I hope you 
can try to fulfil my fantasy to some 
éxtent. I would sooner have a female 
giving out the punishment but I will 
obviously leave all detail to you. 
Many thanks for a great magazine. 


A.H.A. 
P.S. If you could just put a little note 
in your magazine to advise whether 
my idea is acceptable I would 
appreciate it. | 


MOST acceptable, A.H.A. 
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Dear Sir, Se 
May I join the ever growing ranks , 
who must have heaped praise on a 
‘ your fabulous production. It is surely 
the greatest of its type with the best aS 
storylines and the most realistic 
‘models and pictures. I suppose I a 
should be grateful to be able to see ee 
such a publication. a 
[Thank you, modestly]. eas oe 
I have noticed in most copies so | 
far, that there is mention of young 
ladies being spanked prior to 
bedtime and the wearing and 
subsequent loss’ of — schoolgirl 
pyjamas. Is there any chance of a 
few pictures showing this action 
taking place, as this is something 
that really turns me on! Wea. 
I was fortunate enough to come \ © 


i 


across a copy of another magazine ‘ 













you think you could rectify this? I do « 


¥ 


hope so. - Dew 
Fortunately my wife does ‘have ~ 
















many pairs of pyjamas for me.to~ 
spank her through but with your help. 
our fantasies will just grow and.” 
grow. | ae tee, 

Many thanks again. 


% oP 








P.S. Could you please print at Ic 
some of this letter in the hape.t 
may. .stir-other PJ. 
writing. ae 

Once again thank yo 
Blushes coming. 
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‘Would you like a drink, Susan? 
A sherry or a gin-and-tonic? Now 
that you’re in the Upper Sixth I think 
that’s permitted, don’t you?’ 

Susan flushing slightly said she'd 
like a sherry, thank-you very much, 
Sir. It was almost 6 o’clock and 
Susan Maidment and her Head- 
master weré in the latter’s study in 
his pleasant home some two miles 
out in the country. Mr Fulton had 
picked Susan up from her own home 
after school on this Friday afternoon 
at the beginning of term, to stay the 
weekend with him and Mrs Fulton. 
That lady was at present in the 
kitchen preparing the evening meal. 
The purpose of Susan’s visit was to 
discuss her future — her coming last 
year at school and her prospects 
thereafter. 

Susan’s mother was very keen for 
her to get into Oxford and it was well 
known that Mr Fulton had very good 
connections with St Edwards College 
in particular and had got several 
girls in there in the past. Those girls 
had incidentally all been very 
attractive young ladies, but why not? 
Like most of us Mr Fulton had an eye 
for a pretty girl and if he was going 
to exert himself he naturally wanted 
some pleasure out of it. He had had 
his eye on this one, Susan 
Maidment, for some time. Indeed if 
the truth were known it was the 
Headmaster who had first sown the 
idea of Oxford in her mother’s eager 
mind. 

a Ob eceucmusll Melee Meme ait tuCm.(eu.e 
you know, Susan. For you and | 
daresay for me as well.’ 

Susan made a slight wriggling 
motion of her delightful bottom as 
she sat across from Mr Fulton. She 
was probably prettier than any of the 
others, a honey blonde with big long- 
lashed violet-blue eyes and a soft 
full-lipped mouth at this moment 
emphasised with a touch of pale pink 
lipstick. Make-up was not permitted 


in school and this adornment had . 


been applied during those hurried 
preparations at home _ at_ the 
instigation of her mother. ‘It makes 
you look more grown-up, dear. 

Most observers, though, would 
have said that Susan Maidment, at 
17'A, looked quite grown-up already 
because in addition to being a very 
pretty girl she was a very shapely 
one as well, with long slim legs, full 
firm breasts and, not least, what she 
was sitting on at the moment, a pair 
ey aes} oy CeoeLen Ce Molt idcore cw it-buleromeltiapeueyen 
a slim waist. These attributes were 
at present displayed in a lightweight 
summer dress of pink spots on a 
white background, set off with dark 
nylons and white high-heeled court 
shoes. This outfit had Mrs 
Maidment’s approval also as looking 
‘grown-up’ and no _ one_ could 
disagree with that. 
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putting a cane across her pretty 


bum in case the marks should 
come to light and necessitate 
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Making the girl watch for her own 
tearful reactions in a mirror was 
another nice touch. 
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hands now at Susan’s 


girl doesn’t like being caned on her 
bare bottom.’ oe ee 
As the words swirled and danced 
in Susan’s mind there was a cautious 
knock at the study door. Followed b 
a se Mrs Fulton’s voice announcing that 
ame time sideways to go in between dinner would be oe in five 


Susan's pina But ne wasn't ono 


Ar 7 Fulton was sa 


“Tt will be on ee bare bottom, 
Susan. The cane on. : YOUR a PR See Ite Tes 
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And then, there were ways to add 
fresh ingredients to private 
punishment. Pinning up blouse as 
well as skirt, for instance — 
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start you off with a spanking first of 
all. That’s what I normally do.’ 

Susan just stood there. 

‘Susan Maidment! I presume you 
are serious about wanting my help. 
If so kindly do as I say and do it 
right away’ Remember what I said 
about discipline. ’ 

Susan couldn't really believe this 
was happening but her hands 
nonetheless went up under the 
skirt. A pair of brief pink nylon 
knickers appeared below the hem. 
‘Right off please!’ 

With her mind still.not properly 
operating Susan slipped the knickers 
off over her high heels. At a word 
from the Head she placed the scrap 
of pink nylon on his desk. He took 
her arm and stepped over to the 


sofa. Mr Fulton sat down — and 
simply pulled Susan down across his 
lap. - 


Her skirt was unceremoniously 
grabbed up, to her waist. There was 
no slip underneath, just the broad 
straps of a pink satin suspender belt 
holding Susan's nylons. That was 
all, except of course for Susan 
herself. Her full  split-mooned 
bottom. A large bottom some might 
say, and Susan herself thought at 
times too large, but her mother with 
a knowing look would tell her not to 
worry. ‘I think you'll find, dear, that 
most men at least like big bottoms.’ 
Certainly it was a mouthwatering 
bottom. A bottom to do things with; 
to sink your teeth in perhaps if you 
were feeling that way inclined? And 
delom atl merucr-Ueehumaebtcaetwmoreper li hwmor:tuce 
above. the taut nylons, _ they 
undoubtedly came in the same 
premier category. Mr Fulton had 
some experience of bared bottoms 
and thighs, most particularly in this 
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very study, but surely there had 
never previously been rear quarters 
quite as splendid as these. 

With one arm round her waist, he 
smacked. The near-side cheek, a 
firm but experimental splat. The 
ekelaceyoemmitreleloructe Mm dlcr ill hums Welommcatue 
her head somewhere down near the 
floor, made a wailing sound. Mr 
Fulton smacked again, another 
testing splat. And then, keeping a 
good grip on her, he began in 
earnest. Susan didn’t struggle, 
unless you counted the _ feeble 
jerking of her lissome legs. It was 
simply too awful to consider 
struggling. # ere) devastatingly 
unbelievably awful. Too awful even 
to think about. Some time later Mr 
Fulton was hauling her to her feet. 

‘You took that very well, Susan.’ 

Susan shook her head uncompre- 
aces eKeteted hammes) OCommm COLUCCLOMMEJoCommeceliiletemat 
stand up and clutched at Mr Fulton’s 
(a Cos) mm w Co) 010) 000) 00 EE Cs) | ED oie MOCO) 
Vaguely she realised that Mr 
Fulton’s hand was still on it. 

‘Yes, very well indeed.’ The 
hand on Susan's bottom had slid 
down. All at once its presence was 
no longer only vaguely perceived but 
in the forefront of her consciousness, 
for the Head’s fingers had slid 
intimately into the deep dividing 
fissure between the glowing globes. 
It was where he had briefly had his 
hand before dinner but then Susan 
had had knickers on and also there 
had been Mrs Fulton’s cheerful 
voice to providentially interrupt 
further progress. Now there were no 
knickers and there was also no 
cheery voice from outside the door. 
Susan squealed. The hand, those 
fingers, had slid in. In between her 
legs. — 








she whimpered, 


*Pl...please... 
grabbing desperately at the desk’s 


edge. ‘Just relax,’ Mr _ Fulton 
advised, his voice soft and soothing. 
‘No need to be nervous.’ This advice 
was quite useless when he now had 
his fingers actually... shuddering 
Susan felt herself completely open... 
defenceless... and stickily wet. She 
also realised that her hips, with a 
will of their own, were arching firmly 
back and down, onto those devilishly 
intrusive fingers. 

‘That’s it,’ Mr Fulton gently 
counselled. ‘Don’t fight it... Let it 
come... 


* * ** * 


Light flickered in wavy patterns. 
Susan blinked and focussed her 
eyes. She was looking up at the 
ceiling and it was morning. It all 
came flooding back. Her visit to the 
Head to discuss her Oxford 
entrance. That mind-boggling 
spanking of her bare bottom and 
then what happened afterwards. 
And after that, after Mrs Fulton 
brought in the coffee, getting 
undressed for bed and putting on her 
pyjamas — but doing it in Mr 
Fulton’s study, in front of him. ‘Nice 
and cosy down here,’ he had said. 

Susan stared up at the pattern 
the curtain-filtered light was making 
on the ceiling. Then the thought 
suddenly came. She had gone to Mr 
Fulton's for the weekend. So she was 
still at Mr Fulton’s. It was his 
ceiling, not the ceiling of her own 
room at home. She pushed herself 
up, on her elbow — and there was 
Mr Fulton. Sitting on the foot of her 
oXere Was w Comore: merSelom bomen tmer-berete 

He~- smiled at - her. - ‘Goode 








morning, Susan. You’ve just woken 
up. Perhaps J woke you though I 
came in very quietly.’ He swished 
the cane through the air. ‘I thought 
we -might have our first session. 
With the cane. A nice little early 
morning exercise.’ 

Mr Fulton stood up. He was in 
his dressing gown, with pyjama 
trousers showing beneath it. ‘Do you 
want to go and brush your teeth, 
- dear? And perhaps use the loo. If a 
girl’s never had the cane before it 
can have an unfortunate effect. With 
a full bladder it can sometimes just 
‘come spurting out. It’s the shock to 
the system of course but naturally 
it’s very embarrassing for a girl.’ 

Susan shook her head. Was she 
- awake and hearing such horrible 
things? In the bathroom splashing 
water on her face she reluctantly 
decided she was. She brushed her 
teeth, then dropped her pyjamas and 
sat on the loo. Mr Fulton’s words ‘it 
~ can just come spurting out’ made her 
sweat... 

‘Good,’ he said. ‘Now let’s have 
the pyjama bottoms off, shall we. 
Right off.’ Susan was back in the 
little bedroom, the curtains still 
closed but filtering in golden 
sunlight. The Headmaster was 
waving his cane through the air. Had 


her mother any idea about all this? | 


What if she told her? But Susan had 
the feeling her mother would 
brusquely brush it aside. ‘Don’t fuss 
about little details, Susan. If he’s 
getting you into St Edwards then 
_ that’s all that matters.’ Something 
like that. | 

| -Somehow she was, taking off the 
bottoms of- the pale blue pyjamas. 
She stood in just the top, a splendid 
sight: full womanly flanks pale in the 
golden light, one hand _self- 
consciously over her blonde bush. 
Jutting nipples stretched firm peaks 
in the cotton top which was rather 
tight. 
pyjamas for over a year and repeated 
washings had caused some 
‘shrinkage. 

‘Let’s have you over the bed.’ He 
took her arm, guiding her, then 
pushing her-down. Face-down in the 
bed cover and kneeling at the side. 
Susan pushed her face in. Hide your 
face and perhaps all this way-out 
scene would go away. Because ame 
still couldn’t believe.. 

THWACK!.. 


Oh sweet Jesus Christ. Susan let | 


out a shriek, her face at the same 
time jerking away from the bed cover 
so that it came out full blast. Mrs 
Fulton, downstairs, must surely 
have heard but Mrs Fulton had 
heard it all before. Other Oxford 


candidates. Susan’s bottom felt like 


it had been cut in two. 
‘Good girl!’ breathed bright-eyed 
Mr Fulton. And sliced the cane in 
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Susan had had the blue 


again: THWACK\!.. 
but this one partly stifled. The 
bottom repeated its dance, pale full 
flesh shaking heavily with Susan’s 
desperate movements. 

CRACK}... 

After the sixth stroke Mr Fulton 
said he would call a halt, that would 
be sufficient for a start. Susan, 
though, didn’t hear, she was in a 
world of her own. A world of tear- 


wet bed cover and almost unbear- - 


able bottom. She felt herself being 
pulled to her feet. 

Mr Fulton’s arms were round 
her. He softly kissed her wet face, 


then her mouth. The latter would. 


have been a shock except that Susan 
was in too much of a state of shock 
already. ‘That was a good girl,’ he 
murmured. ‘A very good girl.’ 
Somehow Mr _ Fulton’s dressing 
gown had come undone and it was 
just the Headmaster in his pyjamas 
hard against her. Hard was the right 
word for there was a stiff bulge 
against Susan’s abdomen. Her 
bottom still hurt like hell and her 
whole ‘body was tingling. Aroused. 
Through the shock of it all her 
thoughts slid back to the last time. 
The spanking. Would he do that 
again? Bring her off? 

Perhaps, because she was now 
being pushed back down on the bed. 


Gently but firmly. On her back. Once 


more looking up at those sun 
patterns on the ceiling. Mr Fulton 
was on the bed too, lying on his side 
next to her. For the moment his hand 
ignored the obvious target of that 
downy blonde bush, perhaps not 
wishing to get Susan too excited. 
Instead he lightly toyed with the 
breasts, the nipples, which were 
putting such a delicious strain on the 
thin pyjama top. Mr Fulton didn’t 
want Susan to get too excited 
because first he wanted some 
information. His voice soft in 
Susan’s ear explained that. her 
mother had told him she had a 
boyfriend, but Mrs WMaidment 
wasn’t sure if...That was what Mr 
Fulton wanted to know. Did Susan..? 
Had she...? 

With the slow realisation that she 
was being asked if she was a virgin 
was the other little shock. The fact 
that her mother had discussed such 
matters with the Headmaster. But 
perhaps it shouldn’t be so startling? 
Those sun patterns were quite 
hypnotic. Mr Fulton. repeated his 
query. Had she? This time the word 


popped out of Susan’s full-lipped | 


mouth like a little bubble. ‘Yes.’ 

‘I don’t think that’s at all a good 
thing.’ His voice sounded concern, 
or it could be annoyance. ‘A serious 
distraction in the face of all the work 


"ahead. Having a serious sexual 


relationship is not at all a good 
thing.’ 


— 


.Another howl 


Haltingly Susan explained. She 
wasn’t doing it with her boyfriend 
Roger. She had never done it with - 
him. But... she had done it just once. 
With someone else! | 

Mr Fulton seemed a lot happier 
with this. His hand left Susan’s now 
turgid nipples and headed down for 
those even more sensitive pastures. 
Susan’s bottom was still telling her it 
had been severely caned but the 
intense pain had left. It was now 
more like glowing thananything else. 
In fact she was glowing all over. She 


was glowing especially where Mr | 


Fulton now had his hand. It seemed 
likely that he was going to bring her 
off and, well, if he insisted Susan’s 
whole body was certainly ready for 
it. 

But Mr Fulton was talking again. 
Saying that with all the work a girl 
could get very tense, nervous. 
Having a sexual relationship with a 


boyfriend was not a good idea but on... © 


the other hand a mature girl did 
need some release from the tension. 
At first Susan simply thought he 
was referring to what he had done 
before.-His knowing fingers, which 
were certainly doing their knowing. 
thing again. But then when the 
fingers stopped and he did 
something else Susan realised that _ 
he hadn’t meant that but the other. 
It was obviously why he had asked 


about her boyfriend and whether she 


had...Because it seemed _ that 
although it was not at all advisable to 
do it with your boyfriend that same 
situation did not apply when it was 
an older man who could get you into | 
Oba couem : 

Strangely Susan’s mind seemed 4 
to be working in quite a _ lucid 


- manner, in a way divorced from what 


was happening. Divorced even from 
her body which was all aroused and 
eager for action. Perhaps, she 
thought, this was what her mother 
had meant when she had told Susan 
to do whatever Mr Fulton wanted. 
‘That way I’m quite sure he’ll get 
you through, dear. So I shouldn’t 
feel any, you know, inhibitions. 
You’re a big girl now; young 
woman in fact.’ ; | 
Presumably this was how all 
those other girls had made it to 
Oxford. The caning and then this: 
the tension reliever. Susan couldn’t 


_ see those fascinating patterns on the 


ceiling any more because she wasn’t 
now on her back. She was kneeling 
on the bed, her weight supported on 
her hands and knees. Mr Fulton was 


_ behind her. Susan thought at first it 


seemed a funny position but then 
there were supposed to be a lot, 
weren’t there? A hundred or 
something. And looked at dis- 
passionately, if you could do that, it 
certainly was a position which 
seemed to work. 
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Dear Sir, 

For as far back as I can 
remember, I have been’ most 
interested in certain special aspects 
of sexuality, in particular, spanking 
and all forms of C.P. for girls. There 
is a great deal I want to say in this 
letter indeed it has been brewing in 
my mind for a few weeks now and I 
just hope that I can relate all my 
ideas and opinions with as few 
Omissions as_ possible memory 
permitting. Hopefully not too exotic, 
and hopefully sparking off ideas in 
your magazine people who have the 
power of transforming fantasy into 
print, if not reality. 

Blushes while not, I must admit 
perfect stands head and shoulders 
above its competitors, for I believe a 
few simple reasons which I'd like to 
mention later. Mostly, I am 
interested in the variety of unusual 
methods that people do it seems use, 
and could use in punishing recal- 
citrant young ladies. 

Tom G, of Cambridge in his letter 
in Blushes 6 hit one of the nails on 
the head when he mentioned the fact 
about the number of magazines 
available on the CP market and how 
one could be led to believe that there 
was a vast and varied choice. | 
whole-heartedly agree. In my 
opinion they’re all pretty bland. 
Really, when it boils down to it, the 
pages of the majority of these 
magazines from month to month are 
filled with the same _ predictable 
things. Usually plumpish, 
sometimes downright plain looking 
models, and usually wearing the by 
now well cliched, stockings and 
suspenders and an ‘attractive’ pair 
of strappy high heeled sandals 
getting their bottoms whacked with 


something as inane as a hairbrush. 
All this and usually little more for an 
average of £5 or more. I do realise 
and accept the fact that this kind of 
thing to some may be the very 
epitome of erotica, but variety really 
is the spice, and I’m a bit fed up 
shelling out my money on publica- 
tions that give me the feeling that, 
I’ve read them already. Please don’t 
get me wrong, this criticism isn’t 
aimed at Blushes itself, indeed for a 


magazine yet in its infancy, the: 


quality of the pictures and attractive- 
ness of the models makes Blushes 
stand head and shoulders above its 
competitors. (I have a theory about 
why a lot of the models in CP 
magazines don’t appear to be 
fantastically attractive. Quite a 
number of models possibly find the 
idea of appearing in a spanking mag 
too weird, distasteful and ‘kinky’, so 
the magazines are left with no option 
but to take what they can get. 

So how Blushes can manage to 
find the lovelies is anybodies guess. 
The main reason I’m writing this 
letter is because I believe Blushes to 
be about the closest magazine to my 
tastes that I have found, and so 
possibly the only one which may 
listen and appreciate my ideas and 
requests. While quite a number of 
people are satisfied with the quality 
of CP magazines as they stand, an 
equal amount I believe, if not more 
are probably about as fed up as I am. 
Now I only buy the two best in my 
opinion, one of which is BLUSHES. 

Without further griping, | think it 
best to try and relate my tastes and 
ideas of what a good CP publication, 
should be about, and hopefully, I’ll 
try and refrain from being too exotic. 

To begin with, and I’d be 
extremely interested in any other 
readers ideas, opinions and 
experiences on this ‘fetish?’ if 
indeed anyone has any. I’ve always, 
for some reason liked to see girls in 
tartan (not for any sort of Scottish 
patriotism or anything), I just find it 
a big turn on, especially mini kilts, 
tartan knee-socks, sashes, highland 
dance pumps, black plimsols, or as 
used in combination with or clothing 
as punishment dress etc. I think 
clothing immensly important within 
the context of CP, enforced 
exhibitionism as a_ humiliation 
punishment, short skirts which leave 
the thighs bare for a good hard 
slapping whenever the young lady 
deserves it. Incidentally, I don’t 
think models appearing in 
magazines should be permitted their 
own choice of clothing whatsoever, 
unless of course she does happen to 
be genuinely masochistic and she 
happens to have a penchant for 
wearing extremely humiliating 
clothes, as revealing as possible. A 
nice pair of patent black leather 


shoes worn with black stockings 
rolled down, not under but just 
halfway over the knees can be very 
sexy, but I think a lot of the shoes 
worn by models (probably their own) 
a bit samey, usually strappy high 
heeled sandals, and a bit of variety 
would be nice, more gym shoes for 
instance, worn with or without socks. 
In your last supplement you asked 
for readers requests, well I’ve got 
just about hundreds, some perhaps a 
bit exotic for a ‘spanking’ magazine, 
but I’d really love to see a girl in mini 
kilts being put through a strenuous 
punishment PT session with a 
gradual striptease as she starts to 
sweat a bit until she is completely 
naked, (or perhaps left with just a 
pair of black plimsols or knee-socks 
for titillation) hot and dishevelled. 
Maybe some marching drill would be 
a good idea, her movements being 
dictated by a whistle and cane 
equipped instfuctor. 

Variety really is the spice as they 
say, and to be perfectly honest, the 
ideal magazine for me, and I suspect 
quite a few others would be one 
which encompassed the whole range 
of CP and discipline for ladies, which 
so far, to my knowledge seem to 
have been largely neglected. Really, 
rather than just- reading about 
spanking, I’d also like to read of such 
things as nude P.T., punishment 
dress, enforced exhibitionism, 
bondage, excessively strict regimes, 
cold showers, unpleasant manual 
work, marching drill, the 
punishment of one girl by-many, i.e. 
perhaps a step-daughter who is 
constantly at the beck and call of the 
rest of the family having to do most 
of the housework, humiliated in front 
of other guests or visitors, having to 
wear specified clothes _ etc. 


Reich girls wasn’t bad hinting as 
it did to stringent Germanic CP 
marching drill, nude PT and 
naturism, but really, I feel, it was 
just another story in the usual 
Blushes theme of elderly men once 
again in the authority of young 
ladies, and I feel that more exertion 
and obedience should have been 
demanded. I do however think it a 
great idea that you use mostly 
gentleman of more mature years in 
your photos, but how about a mature 
looking severe lady or two for a 
change to apply the discipline to the 
recalcitrant, bare, girl flesh? 

Lastly, I have a few suggestions 
that I and possibly others would like 
to see in Blushes. 

1. A lone girl wearing leg 
warmers and nothing else under- 


going a_ lengthy — strenuous, 
humiliating PT lesson in a bleak, 
oppresive gym hall. 


2. Dancing. A sailor girl doing a 
hornpipe on board a ship while 
people call out whichever articles of 


= | 


clothing they would like to see 
removed! 

3. Acoffee table tableau, in which 
a naked girl is forced to remain in 
unconfortable, humiliating penance 
for the delight of all the family and 
invited guests. 

4. A sweat-soaked girl is given 
obedience training by a_ whip 
wielding step-mother or guardian on 
a sawdust covered floor. 

S.  Shot-drill. Two or three 
attractive young ladies in _ full 
punishment dress undergoing a 
good hard session of this find old 
discipline with a _ riding’ crop 
employed to keep them on their toes! 
6. Sweeps Girl. A period piece 
photo showing a cute, barefoot girl 
dressed in raggedy dungarees and 
covered in soot looking tearfully into 
the eyes of her cruel employer. 

6. A good idea, I think, for a 
regular feature in Blushes would be 
if you could somehow get a model to 
appear regularly in each issue 
undergoing a different punishment 
each time, as requested by readers, 
ie. having to muck out a cow-shed, or 
horses stables, or, taken on a long 
jogging excursion, something new 
and unusual every month, some 
punishments nastier than others, 
and I’m sure you’d soon collect quite 
a backlog of requests, eventually 
getting round to pleasing just about 
everybody. I’d love to see the look on 
the girls face each new photo- 
assignment as she is told of each 
new request she has to fulfill. 
Perhaps you could start with one of 
my own suggestions? 

Maybe, my suggestions may 
appear a bit exotic and over the top 
for a ‘spanking magazine’, (I prefer 
the description CP magazine), but if 
they are looked at honestly, they 
aren't all completely unrelated 
within the context of spanking CP 
and discipline, yet one is rarely able 
to read of such things, even in 
bondage mags which seem to favour 
endless, samey pictures of tied up 
ladies. Anyway, hopefully you will 
consider a few of my ideas and 
suggestions, as I do realise that 
Blushes with its more imaginative 
and atmospheric approach, is still in 
its formative stages, and perhaps is 
open-minded enough to really listen 
to readers requests rather than just 
use them to fill magazine space like 


so many others do. 
J.C., Scotland 


P.S. May I recommend a series of 
books by an American writer called 
John Norman called the ‘Gor’ series 
which can usually be found in the 
science fiction or fantasy section of 
most good bookshops. I used to read 
a fair amount of science fiction a few 
years ao, but had never paid much 
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attention to the ‘Gor’ books thinking 
them to be a sort of poor mans 
Conan. To my surprise, on closer 
inspection, they were full of bondage 
and slave girl erotica, with most of 
the females being sort of sexy beasts 
of burden, and sexual playthings! 


Dear Editor, 

I noticed in one of your latest 
editions you asked for ideas on 
improving your publication, well 
here are mine. Although your 
magazine is far superior than your 
closest rival in choice and number of 
models used, it is still found wanting 
when it comes to the real ‘nitty- 
gritty’ of a CP magazine i.e. lack of 
real weals across the buttocks shown 
in vivid detail. This should be the 
highlight of all CP magazines. The 
results of spankings are shown fairly 
well, but even when they are caned 
the weals are not highlighted. A 
classic example was the Blushes 
Supplement 2 whipping horse, what 
a brilliant idea and the models were 
perfect, incidentally does the blonde 
girl appear in any other CP videos/ 
mags?. However, your photographer 
never caught the cane on impact, the 
spray effect would have _ been 
excellent. Also we never saw the 
‘results’ which must have been a 
brilliant bright red. 

Also you could run ‘competitions’ 
where the prizes are ‘A day in the 
Blushes office’ or attendance at a 
photo session. I have ideas for 
scenarious like, Zhe Union Jack, 
Doctors’ Prescription, Corporals 
Punishment etc. Could we see more 
female to female CP? But to sum up, 
more stripes on more bums please. 


K.B. 


Dear Sir, 

Judging by the numbers of 
reader’s letters you have printed 
requesting more concentration on 
the various aspects of school girl 
discipline, I feel that the majority of 
your readers will have been well 
pleased with your issue Blushes 8. 

The story After Hours is a really 
brilliant piece of descriptive writing 
of a school girl being caned. The 
photographs that go with the story 
are wonderful. The model used 
really looks like a big schoolgirl. She 
has a fine figure without being fat in 
any way, and a nice large bottom. In 
some of the pictures where she is 
standing tn front of the seated 
Headmaster, who is holding the cane 
in his hand, she appears to be 
smiling. Iam sure she would not be, 
the sight of the cane would have 
wiped any smile off her face. She 
would be feeling very uneasy, and 
looking concerned and worried. I am 
sure we all want our schoolgirls to be 
frightened by the cane, and look as 


though they are too. Apart from this 
the story and photographs are the 
best on the subject you have ever 
produced. I liked the way the girl is 
made to do as she is told. Holding 
her bottom up in an elevated and 
most uncomfortable position. 
Displaying her bodily charms as she 
strives to lift her buttocks even 
higher in her eagerness to please. 
The muscles of her thighs and calves 
taut and strained with the effort. 

In one part of the story the girl is 
made to stand up and hold her hands 
out for the cane as a punishment for 
daring to touch her inflamed bottom. 
More I think could be made of hand 
caning, for the truth is it is very 
painful and it was in fact the way 
girls were punished in Convent 
schools and their like. 

May we have some middle aged 
models as lady teachers to contrast 
in appearance with your lovely 
young model school girls. Many 
school marm types are known for 
their severity in the handling of 
young girls. Perhaps being jealous of 
young girls, they enjoy making the 
girls suffer, or by humiliating them 
in front of male teachers’ by 
threatening punishment with the 
cane. 

Many readers would-be 
interested I feel in a story and 
photographs of a girl being caned by 
a Head Mistress while one of the 
male teachers seated in comfort 
looks on. The Headmistress is called 
to the phone, and while she is away 
the girl who has been told to face the 
front sneaks a look over her shoulder 
at the watching male teacher. When 
the Headmistress returns, the male 
teacher reports the girl for turning 
round and she gets six extra strokes 
for disobedience. Six hard strokes 
for such a trivial offence is severe, 
and the girl knows that the male 
teacher could have said nothing, but 
he chose to report her certain in the 
knowledge of what the consequence 
of his action would be for the poor 
girl. This theme of a male deliber- 
ately getting a young girl into 
trouble with an elder women of 
authority is an interesting one. 
Sometimes the male whose report 
gets the girl punished is not present 
when it is carried out. The girl 
however is aware that it was because 
of him that she got the cane, and 
afterwards she is taken before him 
— while she is still in a distressed 
and tearful state — and is told to say 
that she is sorry and ask his 
forgiveness. This she does standing 
before him her skirt and knickers 
being held in the Headmistresses 
hand. 

In Blushes 6 | liked the story A 
Fireside Chat. By the size and 
packaging of the pill the girl was 
made to take, there was no doubt as 


to the reason for it. No wonder at the 
sight of the plastic enveloped packet 
in her Guardians hand the girls 
nipples began to stiffen. She knew 
well what big girls are given little 
pills for. 

Another pill that makes an 
impression on girls is the laxative 
pill. The results of being made to 
take strong laxative pills are not 
pleasant, and can be used as a 
punishment; so of course can the 
enema. 

Well done Blushes, I look 
forward to all future issues. 

P.R., Northampton 


Dear Editor, 

Congratulations on your 
magazine which is well presented. I 
was not keen on the Reich Girls 
features, sO you missed my money 
on those issues. However all other 
issues featuring schoolgirls are 


good, especially the last Supplement 


issue. 

Your video Sally's First Lesson is 
exceptionally good. I’ve also seen 
Half Term Punishments’ but that is 
less to my taste. The girl in Big Girls 
Do Cry is not BIG enough for my 
liking at all, so I haven’t seen that 
one. Let’s have more like Sally’s 
one, her bottom is made _ for 
spanking and caning. One small 
criticism is that the teacher himself 
should lower her knickers with her 
pleading ‘Please sir please not bare, 
they are only very thin knickers, 
please no sir please don’t pull them 
down.’ His reply is ‘nonsense girl, 
utter nonsense thick navy blue 
school knickers offer far too much 
protection, besides all punishments 
here are given on the naughty pupils 
bare bottom, you are no exception.’ 
Also I feel someone should shoot a 
school video with a progression of 
punishments. In other words it starts 
with the schoolgirls form mistress 
calling her to the front of the 
classroom and humiliating her in 
front of her class-mates for a clearly 
defined offence against the school 
rules. Perhaps 100 good hard smacks 
are applied across her bare bottom 
with plenty of humiliation attached 
words like ‘I would expect to do this 
to a junior girl here Dawn Adam, but 
not to a larger more well built 18 
year old senior pupil like yourself. 
What would your boyfriends and 
indeed the school chums of your own 
sex make of it all now Dawn as you 
lie across my lap bare bottom up 
awaiting a good hard spanking.’ 

‘Please Miss Chambers, please 
don’t humiliate me any more and 
please oh please don’t spank me too 
hard I promise to be good in future.’ 

‘We shall see about that but for 
now you are to be well spanked my 
girl for not obeying the school rules.’ 


Next day Dawn commits the 
same offence with the same form 
mistress so she gets the slipper (use 
a rubber soiled lighter weight slipper 
than in the Half Term Punishment 
video) or the paddle is most effective 
perhaps some strokes, touching her 
toes at the front of the class.’ 

However that doesn’t work either 
because she commits the same 
offence next day so is frog marched 
by Miss Chambers to the Head- 
master’s study. He is most upset 
being disturbed and feels that the 
teacher has not handled the situation 
at all well. However, Dawn is caned 
by him on her bare bottom 12 of the 
best, bent either lengthways along 
his desk or better still use the 
trestle as in the wet bottom punish- 
ments in Supplement 2 or a proper 
vaulting horse. The school desk used 
in ‘Sally’s’ videos was really 
excellent. Try and make the 12 
strokes really sing and sting, don’t 
give as many light strokes as ‘Sally’ 
got even though I counted about 100 
strokes, 12 real stingers is much 
more effective. 

Of course the ultimate is that as 
they leave Dawn in tears and 
clutching her well caned buttocks the 
head whispers to Miss Chambers to 
call back at 9.0 pm for her own 
comeuppance for not keeping her 
class in order more efficiently. The 
teacher herself being spanked and 
caned finishing it off nicely. 

I do wish spanking magazines 
could use more ‘Dolly Parton’ type 
girls than ‘Twiggy’ types. At one 
time they always did, but all the 
health food nuts seems to have 
spoiled it for us larger men who 
favour larger women. It seems we 
get quality not quantity these days. 

I feel you should cut down a lot 
on your photos and give us longer 
stories. Remember the girl must 
never enjoy her punishment and the 
reason for the spanking or caning 
must be clearly defined with lots of 
reminders throughout and after the 
chastisement, as well as before. This 
is not always done, and it seems like 
the girls at times are beaten for the 
sake of it, which doesn’t give me any 
pleasure. 

Well I’ve had my say now I hope 
you find the comments useful. 

D. Cameron, London 


P.S. Another good idea for a video is 
to follow the progress of a Victorian 
schoolgirls punishments into her 
working life as a Victorian maid. 


Dear Sir, 

Please excuse the format of this 
letter but I’m short of time. Having 
just purchased Blushes 9, I felt I 
must congratulate you on your best 


issue yet. [had intended to put down 
a few suggestions, perhaps even 
write a piece like the literary master- 
piece from ‘a CP fan’. However, 
unlike a CP fan, I can find little to 
criticize! Therefore, I just include a 
few notes and ideas, written as I 
think of them and obviously on a 
purely personal basis, obviously 
everyone has their own preferences 
and you can’t please all the people 
all of the time! | 
— The best set of pictures was, 
by far, Next Weekend with the 
near naked blonde _ stretched 
deliciously over the antique table 
for a caning! Pages 32, 33 35 
— unbelievable! 
— Agreeing with a CP fan, lets 
have more shots of the same 
scene from different angles. 
— Why no knicker shots!? Here I 
disagree with a CP fan; knickers 
are sexy! However, leaving said 
undergarments on the table was 
a nice touch. 
— Love the high heels, adore the 
stockings/suspenders. 
— Personal preference, but I 
must confess to virtually ignoring 
the written articles and just 
seeing the great photos. Perhaps 
we could have a supplement full 
of just pictures with just a few 
captions — after all you no doubt 
take far more photos than you 
actually print and it must be very 
difficult to think up new stories 
each time and also more 
expensive! 
— I also liked the ‘over the 
library-steps’ shots, the ‘knickers 
and  white-tights’ schoolgirl 
(although the camera angles 
were weird, and you cut-off her 
feet too much) and the changing 
room series — am I right in 
saying she’s the same girl as in 
Supplement No. 2? 
— If it is the same girl, I applaud 
your actions. I cannot understand 
why other magazines find super- 
sexy girls then only use them 
once. I’ve nothing against seeing 
the same girl in several issues. 
Whilst I normally don’t like 
schoolgirl shots with socks. flat 
shoes and ‘sensible’ knickers, 
this delightful girl looks incred- 
ible in just socks and shoes. 
— Re: the videos ‘Interviews’ 
and ‘What Bottoms are for’, I 
agree with a CP fan that there is 
not sufficient emphasis on the 
discipline side. Let’s see more 
firm instructions. from _ the 
punishers. 
— Finally, make the videos as 
good as the mag, let’s see more 
girls caning girls and fewer 


schoolgirls, more nurses/ 
secretaries etc. 
Keep up the good work. 

John R. 
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SCHOOL FOR SPANKERS 


Good, old-fashioned school dis- 
cipline is not dead! John Hotten, 
BLUSHES’ researcher, presents an 
exclusive report to BLUSHES. 


Are spanking clubs a figment of 
overheated spanking 
writers’ imaginations? I had always 
thought so. As_ one_ spanking 
magazine editor once put it, what 
girl with any regard for her safety 
would put her bottom into the hands 
of a group of complete strangers? A 
spanking club, not some phony sip- 
off joint but a genuine and 
enthusiastic circle of spankers 
meeting regularly. A lovely idea. 
Too bad! 

After years of fruitless searching, 
I had entirely abandoned the quest 
‘when, suddenly, patience brought 
its reward. There I was, by good 
fortune, in on the birth of a private 
spanking club. A club with head- 
_ quarters in an anonymous block in 
Central London, run by an intimi- 
~ dating school mistress, Miss Brown, 


in long black dress, white blouse and | 


striped tie, a genial male Schools 
Inspector with a special interest in 
maintenance of disciplinary stand- 
ards, and a superbly. convincing 
Headmistress in flowing scholastic 
gown and mortar board! A club 
offering school desk, punishment 


‘book, gym-knickered spankings and ~ 


a triple dose of caning in the Head- 


mistress’ office to the accompanie- 


ment of much official tut-tutting. 
Lines are also imposed and extra 
cane strokes awarded for any 
spelling mistakes. 

Don’t-take my word for it! The 
Editor of BLUSHES has listened to 
the original tape recording of the 
club dealing with a mischievous 
Tol ele) (0) tg Me >) Ole) a | he ats (0 (3 
assured that the dialogue quoted 
below is a faithful transcript of an 
early portion of this tape. The club 
kindly provided me with discreet 
photographs of its female principals 
and I am in active, not to say heated, 
negotiations with the club for. release 
of actual photographs of schoolgirl 
punishment sessions. Watch this 
space! 

Of the principals of-the ‘School 
for Spankers’, if such it may be 
dubbed, your’ researcher’ was 
especially fascinated by the Head- 
--mistress. This lady had a keenly 
sympathetic feeling for the role of 
Head, combining regret over the 
necessity to apply corporal punish- 
ment with a genuine acceptance of 
the inevitability of using corrective 
discipline on wayward school pupils! 
It came as no surprise to_learn that 
she had reaily been a school mistress 
in Scotland and had _ substantial 
experience of punishing naughty 
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pupils, albeit with the strap rather 


than the cane. It was immediately 
apparent to me that here was a lady 
whose background would be of great 
interest to BLUSHES’ readers and | 
am delighted to report that she 
eventually agreed to be interviewed 
0) aa o) Ole) gf he Pa of) ats) a 


action as Headmistress of the School 


for Spankers, and then contrast this 
with her reflections on corporal 
punishment as a real-life school 
mistress. 


O oO O oO 


Extract from a tape recording of 
the ‘School for Spankers’ dealing 
with a schoolgirl found guilty of 
cheating in an examination. The girl 
was disciplined by the Headmistress 
and -Miss Brown, the _ school 
mistress, witnessed by the Schools 
Inspector and your researcher. | 


Miss Brown: Pick the pen up. 
Schoolgirl: Yes, Miss. 

Miss Brown: Write what I say. ‘I 
have been insubordinate and | 
readily accept and, in fact, welcome’ 


— put in WELCOME in capital - 


letters — ‘the punishment that is to 
follow’. 


_ Schoolgirl: I’m not sure how to spell 


‘punishment’, Miss. 

Miss Brown: You might get an extra 
two spanks for a spelling mistake, 
mightn’t you? Read it to me. 
Schoolgirl: | have been insubordin- 
ate and | readily accept and, in fact, 
WELCOME the punishment that is 
to follow. 

Miss Brown: Add ‘Yours obediently’ 
and then write your name in capital 
letters. Then move in front. of the 


~ desk and bend down. 


SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
And one for the wrong spelling. 

SMACK! Now get up. What did 
you say? Bend down. And don’t be 
cheeky..I don’t think you’re in a 
position to be cheeky at all. Put your 
hands on the table and just think 
about what you ‘ve been doing. 
You’re in the wrong. You’ve been 
cheating. It doesn’t give your class- 
mates a chance, does it? .Just be 
quiet and stay where you are. I’m 
going to ask my colleague to 
continue with your punishment. 
Headmistress? 
Head: You’re going to get another 


six now, girl, with my cane. Now | 


stop that blubbering. Bend right 
over. You’re a lucky girl that you're 
etelmme{-dautatemaet-seem-l0mM colet-1de(-) amma -i a= 
very kind in this school. We don't 


believe in punishment for punish-- 


ment’s sake! SWISH- THWACK! 


We give punishment when it’s 


deserved! SWISH- -THW8CK! 
favaremureyere punishment, girl, is richly 
deserved, isn't ° He?  SWiSh- 


- THWACK'! 


Isn’t it? Isn’t it? SWISH-THWACK! 
She ‘thinks ‘maybe’! Well, I think 


we'd better start again and you will — 


count for me. SWISH-THWACK'! 
Schoolgirl: One. SWISH-THWACK! — 
Schoolgirl: Two. SWISH- THWACK! ct 
Schoolgirl: Three! Ooohh! = 
SWISH-THWACK'!’ 
Schoolgirl: Four! | 
please, no more! SWISH-THWACK! _ 
Schoolgirl: F-f-five! AAAAH! ey. 
SWISH-THWACK'! 
Schoolgirl: Six! Can I go now, Miss? ~ 
Miss Brown: The Headmistress may 
have finished with you but I haven’t. 
Come across my knee, come on. 


Hang your head down, low down, as ae 


low as you can get, you snivelling . 


brat, get it right down. ‘Yes, Miss’, 


how pathetic! Right, kneel down. I 
want you to kneel HERE! Now, 
across my knee, that’s right. I hope 
you realise the severity of what ~ 
you've done: And as this is your. 
second misdemeanour, SMACK, 
SMACK, pull your knickers down. 


SMACK. You realise it offends me ..- 


and makes my hand very sore. . 
SMACK. How far are we? Are you 


counting? SMACK, SMACK, _ . 
SMACK. Seven. SMACK. Eight. 
SMACK, SMACK, SMACK,. 


SMACK. Twelve! So why don’t ‘you. 
just behave? Do you think about 
other people ever? What about your - 


_- classmates? Are you stupid? Are you 


an imbecile? Why do you need to. 
cheat? Don’t you do 
work? I’m going to turn you over to 


_the Headmistress, I’ve had enough | 


of you, you make me utterly sick. 
Kneel down. 
down, put your head on the floor. 
SWettelca-lolejeur what you've done. _ 

Head: Now you ve aveVoatestooe CoM Cartel 
about what you’ve done, -haven’t © 
you? Have you come to any decisions 
Pleveleumuelebamey-ter-hulelebaam Golbimcattel-auellm 
reablesalmmeceme)eMmeial-r-tetalemetalm->.¢-teet-wume (om 
you? You’re letting the whole school 
down. We don’t have girls like that» 
in the school. | 
Schoolgirl: Please, Miss, 
want to come back for another -. 
punishment. 


Head: We haven’t finished with this <~ | 


punishment yet! How many strokes | 


have you had? You are here to 


receive 18 strokes of the cane, of 


which you have received six. Sobend 
I’m finished talking, ~. _ 


over. Well, f 
you re going to get your punishment = 


now. SWISH-SWISH-SWISH- * 


SWISH-SWISH-SWISH-SWISH!!! 
Schoolgirl: Yeeee-owww!! 

Head: Now you have been punished 
for this OFFENCE, it’s more than a 


man aabtcve lcd aatcrebareles at 


Miss Brown: Let’s see'that little pink te 
bottom. Pull your knickers down and 
let’s see that little pink bottom. Go-. 
and stand in the corner and put that 
book on your head. Now how, © 


Headmistress, 





enough _ 


Kneel down. Bend... 


I don’t : 7 


important do you think you are? 
You're a very’ cheeky © girl. 
Headmistress, can you have a word 
with this girl? I can’t seem to control 
her at all! 

Head: I'll see what I can do. Right, 
girl, pull your knickers up and turn 
round. I’ve been hearing several 
reports about your insubordination, 
is that correct? 

Schoolgirl: Only because SHE said 
SO. 

Head: ‘She’, girl? We have manners 
in this school! To whom do you 
refer? 

Schoolgirl: Miss Brown. 

Head: Yes, Miss Brown. Miss Brown 
is a very good teacher, girl. She has 
taught girls for many, many years 
and got them through exams year 
after year without any of this kind of 
trouble that you have brought to the 
school. Do you think it’s fair on Miss 
Brown, girl? 

Schoolgirl: Yes, because she let me 
get away with too much. 

Head: That is NOT TRUE, I have 
known, personally, Miss Brown to 
give you six of the best, almost every 
day. Is this true? 

Schoolgirl: Yes, but it didn’t really 
hurt, Miss. 

Head: It didn’t really hurt! Well, 
perhaps this time, girl, perhaps this 
time you will feel it, because I am 
going to administer the punishment. 
Turn round here. Bend over. 
Perhaps, Miss Brown, you will assist 
me. 

Miss Brown: Yes, I think I should. 
SWISH-SWISH-SWISH-SWISH! 
Head: Now, Miss Brown! 

Miss Brown: You have to be taught 
for the good of the school — 
SMACK, SMACK — that you will — 
SMACK — not cheat — SMACK — 
at exam time — SMACK, SMACK 
— any more. SMACK. We have a lot 
of applications to come to this 
school, and what is worse than 
cheating is thinking that you matter. 
The name of the school matters but 
YOU don’t matter. SMACK, 
SMACK, SMACK. What do we have 
to do to make you listen? Pull those 
little grubby knickers down — do 
you ever send them to the laundry? 


SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, 
SMACK, SMACK...... 
“ * oa 


And so the discipline continued 
for another hour, until the ‘school- 
girl’? was completely humbled, and 
your researcher stole away discreetly 
into the night. 


Unedited interview with the 
Headmistress who talks frankly 
about her career as a schoolmistress. 
Recorded in the tranquility of her 
home two weeks after the role- 


playing exemplified above. 
BLUSHES: How long were you a 
schoolmistress? 

Head: At least ten years. 

Blushes: And this was consecutive? 
Head: Yes. 

Blushes: Was this in Scotland? 
Head: And London. I| taught in 
Scotland and then came down to 
London. I taught in Inner London 
and down in Surrey for five years or 


SO. 
Blushes: What size were your 
classes? 

Head: The smallest I had was about 
26 children and at one time I had 50 
children. All you had to do there was 
keep order. You couldn’t really teach 
50 children. All you had to do was 
keep order. 

Blushes:; Was this primary or 
secondary school? ® 

Head: Mostly primary. My favourite 
age was about 12-13. | liked teaching 
that age. 

Blushes: I thought primary school 
finished at eleven. 

Head: Yes, it’s slightly different in 
different parts of the country. There 
are middle schools. They abolished 
the 11 plus and then you could carry 
on in middle schools. 

Blushes: Were these state or private 
schools? 

Head: State schools. 

Blushes: ‘What subjects were you 
involved in teaching? 

Head: English and general subjects. 
Blushes: Did you find the pupils 
attentive? 3 

Head: Some children were, but you 
always had the trouble-makers who 
really were looking for trouble and 
wanted trouble just to draw attention 
to themselves, so these were the 
ones that you had to deal with. 
Blushes: Were the trouble-makers 
boys or girls? . 

Head: Basically boys, but some 
girls. 

Blushes: Was corporal punishment 
official school policy? 

Head: Yes, it was school policy. In 
fact, the pupils looked to be 
punished and they thought you 
weren’t a very good teacher unless 
you did punish them severely. 
Blushes: Was that more of a Scottish 
attitude than a British one? 

Head: Yes, I think it was ‘I’m a man 
and I can take my punishment 
without flinching’. Specially the 
boys. The girls were — slightly 
different. They were apprehensive 
and they didn’t like to be punished. 
Blushes: So the children actually 
AGREED to the system of corporal 
punishment? 

Head: Oh, absolutely yes, the 
children did. They felt that was fair; 
you had done something wrong and 
you had to be punished! 

Blushes: And_ they preferred 
corporal punishment to doing lines 


or detentions? 

Head: Oh, they loathed lines and 
they loathed detentions. In- actual 
fact, detention was rather boring, 
because you just sat there. The kids 
were bored and you were bored and 
it was just a question of time, 
whereas PUNISHMENT... they felt 
they’d done something wrong and it 
was instant retribution. You. did 
wrong and you held your hand out 
and you got punished. You got 
smacked. You suffered. 

Blushes: Weren’t they afraid? 

Head: Yes, they were afraid but, ina 
way, they enjoyed this fear. They 
sort of gritted their teeth and 
tightened their lips and held out 
their hands and waited for the blow 
to fall. - 

The boys, especially, sort of had 
their chin up but the girls trembled a 
bit and, if you were wicked, you 
could keep them with their hands 
held out for’Several minutes waiting 
for that blow to fall! The boys kept 
that stiff upper lip but, of course, the 
girls just fell to pieces waiting for the 
blow to fall and they sometimes were 
in tears before they actually felt the. 
pain! | 
Blushes: Was punishment 
administered in front of the whole 
class? aed 
Head: Oh, yes. 

Blushes: So it was on the spot 
retribution? 

Head: Yes, on the spot. 

Blushes: Do you think that’s more 
effective than making a child wait to 
report to someone’s study up to a 
day later? 

Head: That’s right. I think it was 
fairer to have it done instantly, or 
perhaps in an hour or two. They 
sometimes had to wait until the 
afternoon. 

Blushes: You only administered 
corporal punishment in the Scottish 
half of your school career? 

Head: Yes. 

Blushes: How frequently was 
corporal punishment used? 

Head: On a daily basis. 

Blushes: By you personally? 

Head: Yes. Some teachers gave 
children six of the belt daily on a 
regular basis. I tended to give the 
belt for a more severe kind of 
punishment. Other teachers seemed 
to like belting the kids! 

Blushes:. Did this have to be 
sanctioned by the Headmaster? 
Head: I believe OFFICIALLY it had 
to be sanctioned, but it never was, 
because it was impractical. But | 
have a feeling that, officially, one 
should have informed the Head- 
master that you were going to do 
this, but it never happened. They got 
it there and then! 

Blushes: Were punishments 
recorded in a Punishment Book? 
Head: No, although some teachers 
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did keep a punishment book so they 
could check up. I believe that was 


official policy as well, you were 
supposed to mark it in a punishment 
book. 

Blushes: Did you find that it was the 
same girls and boys who kept 
coming up for the belt? 

Head: Yes, that’s right, and of 
course it got up from two of the belt 
to three of the belt to four of the belt, 
and it became rather prestigious. If 
you were a boy that got six of the 
belt, it was a bit of prestige, 
compared to anther boy that only got 
two of the belt. 


Blushes: So it was partly exhibi- 
tionism? 

Head: Yes, it was showing off. 
Blushes: What proportion of boys to 
girls faced punishment, e.g. was it 
three boys to every girl, or even 
more? 


Head: Oh more, more than that. It 
was about six boys to every girl. 
Blushes: It was a leather strap that 
was used for punishment, was it? 
Head: Yes, it was called ‘the belt’. 
Blushes: ‘The belt’. Not ‘the tawse?’ 
Head: Not ‘the tawse’. Perhaps in 
the Highlands, but not in the central 
part of Scotland where most people 
lived; it was called ‘the belt’. 
Blushes: Was it like a man’s leather 


belt for his trousers? 


Head: No, no, it was much thicker 
than a man’s leather belt. 

Blushes: Did it have teeth like a 
tawse or split ends? 

Head: Yes, it did. It had three to four 
splis in the end like tongues, little 
tongues that, you know, made the 
flesh red. 

Blushes: Was the belt supplied by 
the school? 

Head: Yes, it was. You could 
actually send away and order a 
thicker and heavier one, but I wasn’t 
sure if that was as effective, because 
it was stiffer, and the thinner ones 
were more flexible and could sort of 
SWISH more! 

Blushes: Did every teacher have his 
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or her own belt? 

Head: Well, there was always one in 
the desk. Yes, we all had our own 
because you needed it right away 
when you needed it. 

Blushes: Weren’t canes ever used in 
Scottish schools? 

Head: No, not to my knowledge, 
they weren’t. No. 

Blushes: Why not? 

HEAD: Scottish schools were 
established long before the English 
schools were and it might have been 
just one of the things that were 
customary rather than introduced. | 
don’t know the reason why we used 
the belt rather than the cane. I have 
no idea. But it might have gone back 
to the old days when fathers used the 
strop to sharpen their open razors. 
That was very much like a school 
belt. It used to hang up in the 
windowsills and fathers used to use 
that leather strop to belt their 
children, so it might have gone back 
to that time. I don’t know why canes 
were used in England. 

Blushes: Did the pupils have to hold 
one hand out or two hands cupped 
together? 

Head: That was entirely up to the 
teacher, the whim of the teacher and 
the mood of the teacher. Because, if 
you were in a bad mood, you would 
say ‘I’m going to give you three of 
the belt doubled’, which meant one 
hand had to be held under the other, 


and that was ‘doubled’. Just for a 


simple offence, that was one hand 
out and one of the belt, and then you 
could go up to six doubled on 
alternate. hands, left, right, left, 
right! 

Blushes: Did you give the strap on 
the legs or the bottom? 

Head: No, that wasn’t allowed. That 
was against the law. 

Blushes: Actually against the law? 
Head: Yes, that was against the law, 
so you couldn’t, and they were quite 
strict on that, the authorities. 
Blushes: So the teacher could be 
prosecuted for striking, say, a girl’s 
bottom? 





Head: Yes, absolutely. You could 
only do it on their hand. 

Blushes: You know that in England 
punishment was very often on the 
buttocks? 

Head: Yes, I know (laughs). 

Blushes: That was without any 
sexual connotation as far as the law 
was concerned. It was just regarded 
as a Safer target area. 

Head: Yes, as far as the law was 
concerned, but I don’t know about 
that! | 

Blushes: Obviously there were many 
teachers who derived bpgesure from 


punishing bottoms. 
Head: Yes. 


Blushes: But the argument was that 
it was safer, because the fingers 
might be twisted or broken. 

Head: Yes, well, I think the hand is 


quite a hard thing, and you never 


went above the wrist, but occasion- 
ally you could. Above the wrist it did 
mark and the flesh became red, so 
an experienced teacher could just 
land the strap on the fingers or up to 
the edge, but you needed experience 
to do that. 


Blushes: Wouldn’t the child be 
incapable of doing any further 
classwork? 

Head: No, not at all, no. It was red 
and stinging but it didn’t incapacit- 
ate the hand. 

Blushes: So it did leave some marks 
on the hands? 


Head: Oh yes, always the hands 
were red. 

Blushes: And would that last the 
whole day? 


Head: Oh yes, and if you went above 
the wrist, it was very red indeed, 
because that was more tender. Yes, 
yes indeed. 

Blushes: ‘Was the strap given for 
trivial offences or only for serious 
misconduct? 

Head: It varied. It could be trivial 
things, depending on the teacher, 
depending on the mood of the 
teacher and depending on _ the 
pressures. It could be very trivial, 


perhaps just talking in class, and 
then to very serious offences, the 
punishment increased. 

Blushes: Increased? You mean the 
strap would be used more severely? 
Head: Yes, more severely, yes. 
Blushes: Did the Headmaster use 
the same form of discipline? 

Head: No, well, we found, the 
teachers generally found, that the 
Headmaster would prefer to leave 
the punishment to the _ teachers, 
because he just didn’t want to get 
involved. Most of the Headmasters 
didn’t want to know about these 
things. 

Blushes: So you never had the option 
of threatening to send children to the 
Headmaster? 

Head: We did have that option but 
we found it was ineffective. We 
found that corporal punishment was 
the quickest and best way to get 
results. 

Blushes: The number of strokes of 
the belt, would it vary between boys 
and girls? 

Head: Yes, it would, because a girl’s 
more delicate. She’s more delicate, 
she couldn’t stand the pain really as 
a boy can, so we really were a bit 
softer on the girls and just drew the 
strap lightly down. 

Blushes: Don’t you think that was a 
bit unfair in these days of sex 
equality? 

Head: I know, but | don’t think so. 
You can’t have equality of skin, 
really, and there’s still the role of the 
woman and the role of the man. You 
don’t agree? 

Blushes: Well, I just wonder how 
people arrive at the conclusion that, 
say, six strokes of the cane on the 
bottom is less painful for a boy than 
for a girl. 

Head: Oh yes, you have a point 
there. But I think a girl’s skin, even, 
is more tender and will split more 
easily, say, if you caned a girl as 
strong as a boy. I| think a boy’s skin 
is tougher. That’s a_ subjective 
opinion. I don’t really know but | 
think most people would go along 
with that. 

Blushes: Is it also because the girls 
have more sensitive natures? 

Head: I think so. I think girls are 
more sensitive. They tend to weep 
more, the girls do, and SUFFER. 
The girls tend to suffer the indignity 
of it more than the boys do, so, yes, 
the girls were treated differently. 
Blushes: But the girls never 
resented the belt? 

Head: No, they never did resent it. 
Blushes: Was it a deterrent to other 


children? 

Head: A little deterrent, yes. Not 
much. 

Blushes: Was it effective in 


improving the behaviour of the child 


belted? 
Head: No, not at all, not at all. 


Blushes: Is that a reason to 
abolish it? 
Head: Yes. [| think corporal 


punishment is actually barbaric! 
(laughs) 

Blushes: Do you recall any one 
incident of giving the belt to a girl? 
Head: Yes, I do remember one 
particular girl, but it was really more 
because of her colouring. She was a 
lovely little blonde girl with pink 
cheeks, and she was a sweet little 
girl. I don’t know why she deserved 
the strap but she got it, and her face 
got redder and redder, and her little 
pink cheeks got redder and redder, 
and tears came into her eyes. She 
had blue eyes and tears came into 
her eyes, and she was very hurt at 
the thought of getting the strap, 
apart from the pain which she 
suffered. She suffered the pain but it 
wasn't only the pain, it was the idea 
of getting the strap, and | do 
remember that little girl. 

Blushes: Do you think the fact that 
her friends were all watching made it 
harder for her? 

Head: Yes, yes, that’s right. It was 
embarrassing for her because she 
wasn’t anaughty girl really. 
Blushes: How old would she have 
been? 

Head: About twelve. 

Blushes: Was that the first time she 
had had the strap? 

Head: Yes, I think it was the first 
time, because she wasn’t really a 
very naughty girl. It was just a little 
thing she’d done wrong, and she was 
just called out to have the strap 
and she didn’t know how to take it. 
She was very hurt. 

Blushes: Did she sulk at all? 

Head: No, she didn’t sulk. She was.. 
very quiet. You could possibly say 
she sulked, but she was SHOCKED 
rather than sulking. 

Blushes: You don’t think it had any 
long-term effect on her? 

Head: No, no, no, no, no. 

Blushes: Do you think she would 
have been strapped again, or would 
she have been more careful? 

Head: | think she would have been 
more careful. 

Blushes: Was this in the Seventies? 
Head: Yes, it was the Seventies. 
Blushes: Did the same _ situation 
prevail in all Scottish schools? 

Head: Oh yes, yes. 

Blushes: Is it still the same today? 
Head: Yes, I think it is, but if they 
don’t use the belt, they will find 
other ways of punishing them. 
Blushes: Was there any parental 
opposition to the school’s use of the 
belt? 

Head: The parents did not object to 
their children being punished. 
Blushes: Were they given the option 
of getting their children exempted 
from corporal punishment? 

Head: | daresay they could have 


done, but none of the parents ever 
did. 

Blushes: It never occurred to them? 
Head: No, it wouldn’t have occurred 
to them. In Scotland, the attitude is, 
well, you must have been doing 
something wrong, or you wouldn’t 
have been punished. 

Blushes: Does this reflect a general 
Scottish conservatism? 

Head: Yes, absolutely, that’s right. 
They believed in authority. 

Blushes: Did you have any emotions 
about using the strap? 

Head: Yes, absolutely. I didn’t like 
strapping girls. 

Blushes: And did you like strapping 
boys? 

Head: | didn’t mind strapping boys. 
You know, they wanted it actually. 
The boys wanted to be strapped. 
Blushes: You felt that they were 
tougher and could take it? 

Head: Absolutely, yes. Actually, the 
boys felt offentied if you didn’t strap 
them if they did something wrong. 
They felt they were missing out. You 
weren't doing the right thing. 
Blushes: What would make you 
decide to use the strap on a girl? 
Would she have to overstep the mark 
quite deliberately? 

Head: Considerably, yes. 

Blushes: Perhaps refuse something 
she was told to do? 

Head: That’s right, yes. 

Blushes: So you regard strapping as 
a purely professional duty? 

Head: Well, we didn’t really feel 
emotional about it. In fact I would 
have preferred not to use. the strap 
but it was the accepted thing, the 
accepted form of punishment, and 
you would be sort of out of line if you 
didn’t use it. 

Blushes: None of the 
refused to use it? 

Head: No, I don’t think so. Most 
teachers loved using it. 

Blushes: Did any of your pupils seem 
to enjoy being punished at any time? 
Head: It’s difficult to say, isn’t it? 
Some boys obviously seemed to 
enjoy being punished. 

Blushes: Do you think there was any 
kind of sexual element in this at all? 
Head: Well, at the time I didn’t think 
about it, but on reflection I think 
there possibly could have been, yes. 
Blushes: How do you feel about 
punishment on the bottom? 

Head: | think it’s more perverted, 
caning on the bottom, because your 
bottom is a private part, it’s not on 
display every day of the week, where 
your hand is in common usage. It’s 
rather degrading, actually, and it’s 
much more humiliating than the 
strap. 

Blushes: How did you deal with 
children who lost control of 
themselves when faced with 
punishment? 

Head: Girls... it was really very sad 
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for girls who did this. Bovys...] 
remember a particular boy who used 
to do things in order to be strapped 
and in the end I used to just throw 
him outside, because you couldn’t go 
on strapping him. He _ obviously 
loved it and enjoyed the attention, so 
[ just threw him outside and gave up 
on him (laughs). Beatings didn’t 
improve him at all. He actually 
looked forward to them. They 
excited him. Girls... I don’t know. I 
didn’t like to see girls crying and 
girls tend to cry when they got the 
strap. 

Blushes: How many strokes did the 
girls get? 

Head: Oh, girls only got two at the 
most. I don’t think girls could take 
any more. Boys could get up to six. 
Girls couldn’t take the same as bovs. 
Blushes: So the girls would be 
weeping when they went away? 
Head: Yes, girls seemed to feel the 
pain more than boys, at least they 
SHOWED the pain more than boys. 
They would cry and sort of blow on 
their hands and things. 

Blushes: Did they ever try to run 
away? 

Head: No. What they did was, they 
had to hold their hand straight out, 
horizontal, and they would tend to 
drop their hand and then they would 
have to hold it up again and get 
another one, so they were FORCED 
to hold their hands out very straight 
because if they didn’t, they knew 
they would get more. 

Blushes: Was the belt permanently 
on display in the classroom? 

Head: It was usually kept in the 
desk. Sometimes you 
would send a child to go and get it 
from the desk. Sometimes you would 
take the belt out and place it on the 
desk in full view of the class and that 
was a sort of warning that your 
patience was coming to an end, and 
the next thing was that the belt 
would be used. 

Blushes: Were the belts well- -worn 
from constant use? 

Head: Yes, well, some of them were, 
yes (laughs). 

Blushes: Do you think it makes a 
difference to have a child punished 
by the opposite sex at a young age? 
Head: Yes, I think it would make a 
difference. I’m sure it does, because 
then you’ve got the father figure and 
the mother figure which the teacher 
replaces. I’m sure it makes a big 
difference. But a child is at school to 
be educated! There shouldn’t be 


these emotional bonds between a 


child and a teacher. You must relate 
to the needs of the child and you 
must approach the child according to 
the child’s temperament, but the 
main object of going to school is to 
be educated. I think the character 
development should happen at home 


and the child should come into © 
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school ready to be educated. You can 
have aclose understanding of a child 
and a child of you without involving 
any emotions. It’s really rather a 
mental thing than an _ emotional 
thing, because if you bring emotions 
into teaching, then you don’t get 
very far. 

Blushes: That’s why I wondered if 
you'd ever felt pleasure in giving the 
strap. 

Head: No, I think a teacher’s failed if 
she’s had to strap a child frequently, 
or even infrequently. In an ideal 
situation, you wouldn’t have to strap 
a child, but there’s no such thing as 
the ideal situation. 

Blushes: Did you find you were 
using the belt any less frequently 
towards the end of your career in 
Scotland than at the beginning? 
Head: No, I don’t thing I did. 
Blushes: What sort of naughty 
things did the girls get up to? 

Head: Well, they’re little chatter- 
boxes, girls, talking and chatting in 
class. Also girls lacked concentration 
when they were doing their work. 
When a boy was interested, he 
would get down and do his work, but 
girls could be easily diverted. 
Blushes: Any practical jokes? 

Head: Not the girls, the girls were a 
bit scared of us. They left that to the 
boys. I think the girls incited the 
boys to get up to naughty behaviour, 
but the girls themselves didn’t. 
What the girls used to do was send 
naughty notes round the classroom. 
They used to write naughty notes, 
‘Jim loves Mary’ and this sort of 
thing, and send them round. 
Occasionally you would make a big 
scene out of it, sometimes you’d just 
ignore it. 

Blushes: So you let the girls get 
away with more? 

Head: No, not really, but you could 
bully a girl. You didn’t have to go to 
the extent of bringing out the belt 
but you could bully a girl into making 
her do what you wanted her to do by 
using words. 

Blushes: Looking back, do you think 
you used the belt lightly or quite 
hard? 

Head: Oh yes, certainly the boys got 
belted hard. The girls, again, got off 


lightly. If you gave a boy the strap, © 


and it wasn’t hard, he would really 
think you weren’t doing him justice. 

So it had to be hard for the boys, so it 
was as hard as you could give it for 
the boys. 

Blushes: Do you think corporal 
punishment had a long-term effect? 

Head: It made the boys bolder but 
made the girls more wary of 
misbehaving because they didn’t 
like to be hurt. I think it might affect 
a girl more than a boy, corporal 
punishment. I. think corporal 
punishment on the bottom is quite a 
different situation. I think TOO 


MUCH corporal punishment warps 


the personality — but I think my 


view is a minority view, really. 
Blushes: How do you feel about the 
contemporary fascination __ with 
corporal punishment and the various 
BLUSHES-type magazines being 
published? 

Head: | don’t think it’s unhealthy. 
It’s a whole mish-mash of emotions 
to do with your childhood and your 
past, it’s not just specifically sexual. 
Not highly sexual; there’s an erotic 
ELEMENT. 

Blushes: A lot of parents keep a cane 
in the home for their often naughty 
teenage children, don’t they? 

Head: Oh yes, I know, lots of people 
do this, yes. I think they get a slight 
kick out of it. It’s like a vicarious 
thing, you know, in fact it’s 
replacing their childhood when they 
got the cane and perhaps they liked 
it a bit and so they're reliving their 
childhood through their child. 


Blushes: Any comments about 
BLUSHES. 
Head: I think it’s an_ excellent 


magazine and | think there’s a high 
standard of articles. I think perhaps 
an occasional man being spanked 
wouldn’t go amiss. I’d be more 
inclined to buy it if there was a man 
in it being spanked. Yes, I would. It 
might be nice to see his face all 
twisting in pain. I mean you’ve got 
all these girls and their faces...Yes, | 
think an odd man getting it, that 
would be a good idea? 

Blushes: Thank you very much for a 
most interesting interview.” 


* * * 


Impressed? Your humble 


researcher certainly was. Of course, 


John Hotten does not necessarily 
agree with all of the Headmistress’ 
opinions on corporal punishment. I 
certainly don’t think it is barbaric 
and would question whether its use 
is either ineffective or a sign of 
failure. However, I respect the 
lady’s sincerity. Please let us know if 
you would like to read any further 
interivews with real-life teachers. 
Teachers, male or female, who have 
experience of administering corporal 
punishment on girls and who would 
be willing to be interviewed by 
BLUSHES in strict anonymity are 
invited to write to John Hotten, 
Research Department, BLUSHES, 
with details of their school careers. 

BLUSHES regrets. that the 
identity and location of the ‘School 
for Spankers’ must, for obvious 
reasons, be withheld. But the very 
fact that it exists is there as an 
encouragement. Seek and ye shall 
find. Good luck to all you Sherlock 
Holmeses out there in BLUSHES- 
land. And don’t forget, you read it 
first in BLUSHES! 
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